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INCE an Author, by its issue, constitutes the Public at large, «nd 
his Subscribers in particular, a sort of panel or jury upon his 
Volume, it is meet and right that he, as his own Counsel, 
should direct attention to any particulars which may seem to 
invite comment. And thisy to the double end, that the panel's minds may 
not be abused, and that he suffer no hurt from misapprehension directlBg 
them to a mistaken verdict. 

At the same time, be it not thought, for a moment, that we desire this 
proem to be considered in the light of an ordinary preface. Common-sense 
forbid ! — although small is the difference, probably, between a long preface 
and a voluminous appendix ; if the advantage be not with the former, in 
meeting with people who are more willing to learn what they have to 
expect^ than content to count over again the ** spade Georges" already in 
their pockets. 

And if our "legion" readers do demur to its magoitnde, or — ^permit u& 
to substitute a more modest term — its longitude, we must take shelter 
behind our prospectus : viz.^ Poems, Songs, &c. &c. The &c. must be our 
defence in this matter; and they who care not to follow us from the 
beginning can pass at once to that part of the Volume where our Muse, 
somewhat diffidently though not unhopefuUy, becomes a candidate for 
their suffrage. If, by so doing, they are no gainers in knowledge ; why I 
we must simply be losers in paper. 

The "august WE," as it has facetiously been called, chosen in prefer- 
ence to the more egotistic pronoun, — and one of which must be somewhat 
protrusive in a "profession of faith" — ^we have most seriously considered. 

I' faith I we ape at nothing by the use of it. 



a 



VI 



PROEM. 



Ju. 



There is a French proverb which says^"He that excuseth himself 
accuseth himself :" and in certain circumstances, it may be, the adage will 
prove a true one. Yet would we always prefer' an investigation where a 
question of principle is involved, rather than allow the same to be either 
dwarfed or magnified by any doubts or mists which may surround it 
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Besides ; there is a good old English saw, not a whit less true ; that — 
Every herring must hang by its own head :" — and if so, then it is as clear 
as one of Euclid's **self-evidents," that a head was contemplated for it by 
which it cotdd be hung. Hence is it, that in our preface we would essay, 
firet, to settle the character and just object of some of our Muse's creations ; 
and, in the end, insure for ourselves a fair-going, average, respectable head 
of our own, whereby to hang. 

We know, full well indeed, from the very nature of some of our pleas, 
as surely as ever a "leader" in Court of Queen's Bench, Exchequer, or 
Chancery can tell that he will have gowned brothers down upon him with 
whole wigsful of battery, prepared to resist him from all the Malakoffs and 
Mamelons in the Kingdom of laws, before he has well laid down a parallel, 
that we shall not have all the Court with us. And therefore have we taken 
counsel of a still more sage Scots axiom, premonitory : — " Highlanders — 
shoulder to shoulder!" — to the end that our "investment," of facts, may 
prove as decisive, if not so bloodless, as we could wish. 

What we have written, we have written : and we would not have one 
word of it altered. For, as the truth has often — how often to our hurt ? — 
compelled us both to speak and act in consonance with it, without fear as 
without favour, so has it been the principle with which we commenced, and 
we trust have finished, these few jottings. Had we any misgivings, we 
should have made our alterations or amendments before they met the 
public eye. 

If in the treatment of some subjects we seem to have accomplished sim- 
plicity ; generously be it conceded to us the aim so to do. Rather, how- 
ever, will we accept the charge of puerility, thaii split upon the rock so fatal 
to many an amateur writer : viz., believing the greatest achievement in 
"the intellectual" to be the inditement of the obscure, the metaphysical, 
the mysterious, and the impossible-to-be-analysed. In the spirit of our 
Merchant-tailor's junior stitcher, in short, deeming the very climax of 
genius to be the writing of something which nobody could understand ! 
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On the contrary ; we would wish not only, ourselves, to apprehend what 
we have written, but to have it clear to the minds of others, also. Not 
carried away by the laere love of jingling rhyme, lacking sense, we would 
avoid the fate of dw hapless *' local," in his Sunday-school address to the 
children, when he attempted a verse of Dr Watts', with variations^ thus : — 

" Let dogs delight to baik and bite. 
And 'mprove each shining hour : 
And bears and lions growl and fight 
In every opening flower." 

In a word : With all due deference to our pedal-playing, lock-stitchmg, 
Wheeler & Wilson oracle, aforesaid, we much prefer the common-sense, 
plain, he-that-runneth-may-read sort of thing. 

What would it avail one, for instance ? — Who would so much as thank 
us ? were we to follow in the wake of that most leamM and erudite of 
bodies, the American Association for the Achievement of Science, and 
string our verses together with "pearls" of knowledge, even, after their 
fashion ; giving them to the States-united and the World-at-large, simplex 
munditiis, as in the following inimitable quatrain — 

" The homologies of the synomosal bone show 
The ix>sterior half of the arch zygomatic 
Not developed by the macrodatylic oboe. 
As some would contend, of the javel periphrastic." 

Readers ! we shall not Yankee-doodle you, after that style, 9jl any rate. 

At the out-set we hinted there were matters in this Work — and those 
more especially which were merely ** Extracts" from another one — on which 
it might be desirable to offer some comment. We must restrict such desire, 
however. For, were we to indulge too much, our "preface" would be 
bigger than our face, and we should ignore the first principles of commercial 
policy, in expending upon superfetate matter the little profit w& reckoned 
upon from this, our first "wholesale" venture. 

And yet we are bound to notice some half-dozen, or so, if for no other 
reason than that the several critiqtus witli which we have been honoured 
from subscribers who have read our specimen pages, while favourable with- 
out exception, yet shew such a diversity of appreciation as to make this a 
necessity. 
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Such, for instance, as our partially-evolved remarks on rich bishoprics 
and indigent curacies : — on a certain Premier's reputed quantum suff. 
observation :— on the few last stanzas in " The Budget :" — on Deus-Dux 
worship, in one or two of its phases, only : — on the Chief Seats in* the 
synagogue, or the classification of rich and poor in God's House : — [Our 
strictures and Telescopic Musings — on the gambling element in the " sale 
of livings," commonly called "Next Presentments :"(!) we must leave out 
for another Work. It is too long for this] — on the character of Jael, Heber 
the Kenite's wife ; and the song of Deborah :— on plain speaking ; and the 
serfdom of the 19th century : — on the public reading of indecent portions 
of Mosaic history, in a mixed congregation of the sexes : — on bishops 
in STATE government ; and priests upon a Bench of magistrates : — on the 
strikingly-admirable consistency of creating Lords spiritual by a secular 
power :— on the patronage, party, and political exigencies which determine 
the appointment of the highest officers in the church militant : — on the 
occasional use of God's holy Name ; and reverence for His revealed Word : — 
on Colenso and the orthodoxies : — on infant baptism : — ^and on a due allow- 
ance for the elements of satire. 

These are about all that demand a few words, explanatory; most of 
them bearing on religious matters, and being therefore of more importance. 
Our secular subjects, like Tom Hood's eyeless bodkin, may "look out" 
for themselves. 

But even the afore-named may only be noticed briefly, cursorily. Neither 
the argumentum ad hominem, nor the argumentum ad judicium^ can be 
gone into in a preface : though we hope to consider them more fully, at 
another time and place. 

We state but the simple truth, as our MSS. extant will prove, when we 
affirm that the opinions formed on those topics from which several of our 
"Extracts" are taken, in relation both to Church and State, were 
enunciated a decade of years prior to either the parliamentary and 
ecclesiastic action touching the former, or the democratical, as affecting the 
latter, which so distinguishes the present time. 



And we must not neglect, here, in simple justice to our more than 
Thousand subscribers — alike to those whose names are^ and to them whose 
names are not^ upon our list — to state plainly that not one of them can, 
any more than can a single member of our own family, be held responsible 
for, or even to endorse, the statements put forth or views advocated in this 
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proem. And for this most conclusive reason, that they were not aware of 
its existence, even ; it being partly explanatory, and partly of the nature of 
an advertisement of other and yet unpublished works. 

We, at any rate, and we alonCy are responsible for the matter therein. 
May it commend itself for the honesty of its purpose, if for naught else. 

In an Age so rife as is the present with resolves on the part of peoples to 
emancipate them from the over-ridings and trammels of Class ; from the 
tyranny of statutes which make the very blood of a freed man to boil ; and 
from customs which are not yety though they ought to have been long-ago 
and altogether, obsolete ; to free themselves alike from the fripperies of 
puppet state, and the solemn fooleries of sectarian dogmatists ; it will surely 
not be held that we are altogether unjustified in levelling a shaft at local and 
sectional abuses, which, in our very sufferance of them, tend only to the 
confirmation of all these : — swelling them out to ridiculous proportions, 
often, in their imagined superexcellence, and absurd claims. 

We are not at all opposed — and we say this modestly, lest we be charged, 
with presumption — ^we are in no wise opposed to that just weight and 
influence which members of the ** Second Estate " ought to have from their 
stake in the Country, and from the admittedly-great intelligence which 
their very wealth enables them to obtain and bring to the consideration of 
great national and international interests. But, Class legislation must 
cease from the face of the Earth. They must carry, at least, their own 
burthens. The declared will of a Nation they must not oppose. Else, will 
their legislative functions presently cease to exist ; the walls of their House 
of Assembly be engrossed with a MENE, MENE, TEKEL, UPHARSIN ; 
and the Lord Chancellor himself be sent a wool-gathering. 

But what have we any right to expect, so long as in their own domains 
we continue to worship with our bodies and our souls, lords manorial and 
gods rural ; with a servile renunciation of rights political and social that it 
would flush with envy the cheeks of an Ignatius Loyola and a whole Con- 
sistory or College of Jesuits to see ; sacrificing on altars with a helot 
obsequiousness, a more degraded serfdom — ^because in a brighter Era — 
than any records of the feudal ages can attest? What can all this tend to, 
but to confirm the power which has too long bound the people in chains, 
and rivet yet faster the gyves with which they have for centuries been 
fettered? 
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If any apology be needed, then, for our exposure of that meanness of 
spirit which we have been pained to see in a thousand instances in our own 
experience, this is it. 

The object we propose to accomplish is a two-fold one : — for the present 
to open a Court of Appeal, only : the whole facts of the "causes," and a 
hundred more to be added thereto, being reserved for our History : and 
to offer samples of the material, in the form of ** Extracts," of which our 
next Work now preparing for the Press — "Telescopic Musings" — ^is to 
be builded up. 



"With respect to what has been advanced in relation to the Established 
Church, its position, and prospects ; to the crying shame of over-gorged 
bishoprics and simony pluralities, in conjunction with, or alongside of, 
starveling curacies ; we shall have more to say, logically, and in a greatly- 
enlarged form, also, in the work above-mentioned. 

It may be said here, however, that we know, what with Curates' 
Augmentation Fund and other helps, the "ways and means" of the 
most zealous laboiu*ers in Christ's vineyard, of those who must bear the 
heat and burthen of the day, have been materially increased of late. It is a 
good sign ; although greater and more radical will be the changes presently 
to be accomplished, if we mistake not ; when the Church shall no longer be 
supported (?) — ^trammelled and hindered, we think — ^by the State. 

Even.allowing that the literality of the command to the early bishops is 
not now to be insisted upon — " provide ye neither gold nor silver nor brass 
in your purses : " — still, who can shut their eyes to the violence done to the 
entire spirit of HIS rule and Kingdom, in the lawn sleeves and fine linen, 
the palatial grandeur and diocesan **^w/^" and ^* verts" and princely 
equipages of their modem successors ; in the very face of the obtruded 
wants of the Church, and the necessities of her subordinate ministers ? 

Could it promote the cause of religion, in any degree, to have it told us 
that in certain wide-lying fields of missionary labour, the self-sacrificing 
martyr Evangelist has had to toil on through morass and swamp and 
beneath scorching sun, spending that physical strength which should have 
been spared him for the exhaustive duties of the separate stations, from 
sheer lack of funds to provide him fitting transport ; all-while the very 
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advocates of his embassy — they who assume the position that no man has 4 
right to gVf even, "except he be sent" fy them{)) — were themselves at 
home trolling along in panelled carriage, with spanking Clevelands, bene*, 
ficed coachman, mitre-crested footmen, aod all the temporal et ceteras of 
pomp and wealth and state ? 

Alas ! poor Mulligatawnies ! 

We surely cannot be wrong in this : — that it was monstrous to hear the 
great and continued out-cry from want of Church extensions. Church accom- 
modation, more sittings, &c., at the very time that eight or ten thousand 
pounds could be expended on the erection or enlargement of a bishop's 
palace;* for the aristocratic residence of a professed "servant" of a 
Master who had not "where to lay His head" (!) — that it was monstrous 
to have known "fishers of men," with an understood ox nominal income of 
ten or fifteen thousands a year, but with one really nearer fifty or sixty or 
seventy thousands ; while many hard-working subsidiaries — ^they who, the 
Apostle says, preaching the Gospel ought to live of it — ^have had doled out 
to them a miseral^le pittance of forty or fifty or sixty pounds, per annum, 
as tAeir living ! 

Nor let it be said we are drawing, in the slightest, upon imagination. 
Not longer ago than the 20th of May, 1870, we received by post a letter 
from the Vicar of Harlow, in Essex, asking a contribution of one shilling 
toward 4000 which were being collected to secure a grant for the augmenta- 
tion of the living, which was only j^yo a year ; and £y) of which was quite 
uncertain II 

But, if there were the slightest doubt as to the apostolic "all-things-in- 
common" character of the Church, and of the tender consciences and fine 
principles of some of our clerical dignitaries ; not to speak of their utter 
regardlessness of their "poor brethren" who are, after all, the real pioneers 
and champions of the Cross, and whom we yet see so often "faint by the 
way ;" and of the disgraceful condition of our laws — the result of class 
legislation, of course — which can allow it ; such a piece of profligacy as we 
gather from the following would be sufficient to dispel it : — 



* In little more than 20 years after the establishment of the Royal Commission (1835) 
there was expended on bishops, bishops' palaces, bishops' gardens, bishops' stables, &c., 
no less a sum than ;^304,933 I 
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** An evening journal has called attention to the amount of Public Money 

which had passed into the hands of the Reverend Thomas (in about 

37 years). That clerical person, nephew of such a Lord Chancellor as he of 
whom some wicked wit said * tha^ nobody could de as wise as Thurlow /ooked,* 
held three sinecures : he was Patentee of Bankrupts ; Keeper and Clerk of the 
Hanaper ; and Prothonotary of the Durham Court of Pleas. To compensate 
him for the abolition of the first, he received annually £73$^- ^4*6; of the 
second ;£"4028; of the third ;f335. 12. 3; — the last a trifle scarce worthy of 
his acceptance. About j^i 1,700 a year . . . about ;f 432, 000 in that 
time . . . that excellent clergyman received from ^Ae unfortunate rate- 
payers^ as compensation for the abolition of useless appointments conferred 
upon him by a loving Uncle. We have not a Clergy List at hand to 
ascertain whether he was the holder of one or more livings. It is to be hoped 
that so saintly a man — for surely, (continues the journal), it must have been 
as a reward for saintliness that Providence conferred upon him nearly half 
a million, sterling, — ^had a cure of souls somewhere or other. We cannot 
help wishing to know something more about the happy recipient of 

;f432» 503- 2. 9." 

We^ on the contrary, most devoutly wish the Country had never heard 
tell of him, at all. 

To a certain Bishop of an Irish See, who with his flesh-hook drew from 
the "pot," in his lifetime, no less a sum than ;£'8oo,ooo, for training souls 
in the paths of wisdom, we shall have occasion to refer in another place. 
;f 34 sterling, per annum per head, man, woman, and child, throughout his 
diocese, was not a rate to be sneezed at ! 

And how many more of the like stamp have there not been, who, in their 
boundless ambition, their lust after wealth, and the more-than-heaven- 
worth hope of constituting an earthly oligarchy, might have embodied all 
their litany in the last verse of Holy Willie's prayer? 

Oh! the inimitable satire! the truthfulness to nature, human and all 

other, of Scotland's immortal bard. Listen, how he pictures such to the 

Ufe:— 

** But, Lord, remember me and mine, 
Wi' mercies temporal and divine. 
That I for gear and grace may shine. 

Excelled by nane ; 
And a' the glory shall be thine. 
Amen, amen.*' 
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Truly, indeed, Christ's wosis to the rich man who had kept all the 
commandments from his youth, up, and yet' lacked something to entitle 
him to the inheritance of heaven — ** Go, sell that thou hast, and give unto 
the poor :" — would seem to have died a natural death ; when not'the poor, 
alone, but the very fellow- workers in the ministry are thus suffered to want, 
whilst plenty and affluence crown the boards of a full-fta«|^ht^hierarchy. 

If there is one thing in the world, more than another, of which we have 
long been morally assured, it is this : — that the religion of the Cross can 
not be effectually propagated by "purple and fine linen." The inoculation 
worCt take: albeit the same be enforced by an Order in Council. 

It is in view of these considerations then, principally, that we must 
accept the words already alluded to — 

' Besides ; of priests, such as they are. 
We've quantum suff. already.* 

As far as we can judge, we really want a great many more ; but diffe- 
rently circumstanced ; differently elected ; differently ruled ; and differently 
supported. 

It is nevertheless true, that there is another view, a different phase of the 
subject presented in those words, which, if properly reflected, would no 
longer make it a wonder to any one, that among the many truly noble, 
earnest. Christian characters which adorn her temples and strengthen her 
bulwarks, we should yet detect occasional counterfeit Pauls and ApoUoses 
and Cephases, from whom the Church suffers lamentably ; and from whom 
she might not have, except for political considerations and interests, lay 
patronage, and other cognate evils which so defile the one, and make 
assailable the other. 



But, to the records of our History we must leave the indisputable facts, 
and conclusions deducible therefrom, with which to establish our position : — 
that, even as one of our Essayists showed in the i6th Century \i particularly 
was, we still have men in the Church who would have been better as Con- 
naught Rangers than enduring soldiers of the Cross : — who would have 
been ploughing the seas or the land, probably, instead of furrowing badly 
the human heart : — have been on the Mart of commerce ; at the receipt of 
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custom ; anyvohere^ rather than taking th^ stand as watchmen on the 
towers of the Lord : — except for Ae present anomalous constitution of the 
Church, and the evils of patronage and power, lay and irresponsible, which 
we so frequently see exercised oa grbimds political or connexional : on any, 
in fact, rather than on personal qualification and fitness for the Office. Our 
stubborn facts we will then leave, like the Auctioneer's stalwart, fiill-boned 
horses, **to speak for themselves !" 

Grateful we are, at the same time, for this opportunity of professing the 
deep heart-felt pleasure derivable from the knowledge that there are so 
many, on the other hand, — ^numbers, God be thanked for it \ — ^within our 
own life's ken, of whom the very opposite of all this must be said. Men, 
whose Sunday ministrations, strictly as they are performed, and humanly 
judging, embrace not a tithe of the benefits they confer upon their fellow 
men : ministering to them in sickness, not by day only, but through the 
watches of the night, often ; and giving liberally of their strength, as of 
their substance, to the bodily relief of their parishioners : — Men, who sup- 
port the Christian character, as they do the gentlemanly : who acknowledge 
there is but ONE GOD, and act up to such profession : who resolutely 
refuse to make DEUS and DUX convertible terms ; zealous in their 
Office ; friends of the poor ; not satellites of the rich ; lovers of freedom ; 
patrons of learning ; who have by a true, undeviating, life-long obedience 
to a divine Master, whilst honouring their God, elevated their own natures 
as far beyond the estimation, as above the praise, of man. These are the 
men whose friendship and esteem we deem it our richest earthly guerdon 
to obtain ; and to forfeit which, our greatest present loss. 

In using the term, "satellites of the rich," we are reminded and feel im- 
pelled to record, that we never have felt more disgusted with the hollow, 
temporizing profession of religion ; with the most partial exercise of the 
duties of a minister, or steward, or overseer of a Christian Church, than in 
some particular cases of no very olden time ; wherein certain clergymen 
have "banned," in a sense "excommunicated" a parishioner tradesman 
for an unpremeditated, incidental, lapse from the code of virtue ; not only 
shunning all recognition of him publicly, but positively injuring him and 
his dependent family by the withdrawal of their business favours ; and 
by the influence which their conduct exerted upon others of their own 
class and station. And yet, nevertheless, with coward conscience, could 
tacitly condone the ten-thousand-times-more-flagrant conduct of some noble 
patron, who systematically violated the marriage oath by an understood, if 
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not an explicit, family compact : sitting at the same table with them, and 
with the knowledge of their guilt forced upon them at every mouthful 
which they took, or with every compliment that was bandied about. 

Stem, severe, relentless, cruel, persecuting the poorer man : affable, 
smiling, smooth, obsequious, without one whispered imputation, even, of 
sin against Heaven, or an outrage upon decency, to the man of title and 
estate who flattered them with the amenities of a host, and the honour (?) 
of companionship. 

It seems astonishing that the conduct of such should not have been re- 
pudiated by the whole Order. 

Was Nathan a myth, then? His pet-larab story an allegory, only? Or, 
is his race, to the irremediable loss of the World, as defunct, as thoroughly 
extinct, as ever a brachiopod*s of the Lower Silurian Stratum ? 



And what but this dfeferential spirit, this obsequious cringing was it, that 
so long prevented an organized opposition to a damnable custom, which had 
disgraced alike Alnwick Castle and our Town, for Ages, in the Bacchanalian 
revelries of a July Fair Sunday night ; when the tradesmen of the town 
were invited to drink freely in the Steward's room in the Castle ; and after 
being well drunken, were paraded through the streets to the Market Cross 
to assist at the ** calling of the Fair :" while the commoner people were in- 
dulged within the gates of the former with an unlimited amount of strong 
drink ; — or when the limit, at any rate, was the condition of being too 
drunk to drink any more : when the barrels were annually broached there 
with the perfect consciousness, Tvith the certain knowledge, that the people 
would so get drunk : and on a Sunday evening, too, during the hours of 
divine service, as we have said ? 

O scandalum magnum ! How often have not we seen this ; and been 
taunted with our assumed, supercilious refusal to take part therein. We 
shall see, anon. 

What, moreover, but this unmanly fear of ** risin' coroneted ha'r" was 
it, that for so long a time kept in abeyance the full responses of the 
choir, and eke the congregation of our Church ; except that the lord of 
the manor preferred the old-fashioned, sing-song hum-drum of an un- 
tunable parish clerk, and his wretched antiphonals, in those portions of 
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divine service which were intended to be fiill, congregational, and 
canorous ? 

Responses jarred him, said by ten times ten ; 

And so he'd have One Clerkling cry A-men. 

The Church authorities said ne'er a word ; — 

** The Castle favors ! were they naught ? Good Lord ! " 

Ev*n reverence, itself, forewent rebuke : — 

Doth not divinity hedge roimd a DUKE? 

And so the form which every one confessed, 

' Like priests and people, to be far the best. 

Was, by one veto, registered "nonfiat; " 

As though our Church had been a Polish Diet. 

Thus fell our nobler service to the ground, 

' Cause patron much preferred the lesser sound. 

Omnipotent ! with single twirl o' thumb 

He struck both choir and congregation dumb. 

No more was needed than a single hint ; 

Each mouth shut up as though no tongue were in't. 

Master of more than Kish, the dad o' Saul, . 

He made One of the Assembly bray for Aii. 

From our Telescopic Musings. 

And what, again, but the self-same spirit was it — only, in this case, in 
proffered abjection and the very suppuration of adulterateness — that could 
cause the holy services of the temple, the regular appointed songs of praise 
and thanksgiving, to be hushed in God's House, in order that they might 
the more ostentatiously parade their grief for one whom that God had 
stricken down ! because, forsooth ! a Duke had died : died at a ripe old 
age, in the dispensation of His providence whom we had assembled there 
to worship ! Refusing, as though in very mockery or umbrage, to sing a 
hjrmn of general ascription of praise and glory to God : and then — Oh, 
weak, infatuate rank-worshippers ! — ere the close of the same service, and 
as if to stamp the farce the more antithetical, in the formula for the whole 
Church militant, to ** bless God's holy Name for all his servants departed 
this life." (!) Just as wretched a piece of mummery, as when at Christmas, 
ten months after that again, they refused Christ's Church her time-out-of- 
memory symbols of joy at the season of her Saviour's birth, because those 
of mourning for a defunct Duke were not yet taken away ! 

Gracious Heaven ! the very apprehension of the reason takes away our 
breath, as though we had put our head into that chamel house where for 
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those lo months he had been corrupting. No holly at Christmas, because 
a Duke had died in the February ! And^ saying in answer to our personal 
earnest remonstrances, as plainly as by their action they could say it — 
* Quite true ! Christ is bom as at this time : but then, you know, the 
DUKE'S dead' ! I 

Oh, what a monstrous inconsistency ! What a building up of, and 
offering of incense upon, high places had we here ! And as if to make 
their action as perspicuous, as it was flagrant and insensate, to hang up out- 
side the inner porch garlands or wreaths of evergreen, while refusing them a 
place insidti where for ages they had been. 

**IIere!" was their language virtually, — *'^Herel as ye pass in, lift up your 
eyes, and worship * the Child that is bom unto you ;' and list ! for the 
song of herald angels \-^when inside, REMEMBER THE DUKE !" 

Oh, what an intolerable prostration of soul to adventitious state and rank, 
thus to ignore the established service of the King of Heaven, on the one 
hand, and stamp out the traditions or customs of the Church on the other, 
for the vainglorification of hereditary honours and stilted rank ! And who 
will blame us much, that in our grievous vexation of spirit we did forthwith 
adorn ou^ own pew with "holly branch and berry red ;" placing therein 
the only evergreen to be seen within the Church's walls that whole blessed 
Christmas-tide ? Or, how far wrong were we when we openly protested 
"there was more Duke- worship than God-worship in St Michael's, Alnwick?" 



We well remember, at the time, more than one Castle man confronting 
us with the strong, logical, pertinent position — ** That our holly wouldn't 
help us on the road to Heaven, one inch : that it wouldn *t clear away a 
single sin for us.* And they said this most seriously. 

Grave Philosophers ! Wonderful Theologists ! ! Good Men ! ! ! 

They couldn't see that our position was, not any spiritual loss from its 
want, in the abstract : not any wrong, whatever, in the mere absence of the 
holly from Church ; but in the reason for its being so absent. 

Yet not on this, alone, it is that we 
Uphold our charge of Lord-Idolatry. 
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A thousand like, to our eternal shame, 
If time might serve, we would engage to name ; 
Wherein both priests and people prostrate fall. 
More lowly than before the LORD of ALL. 

But as we write, a death-bell toll sotinds near ; 
Reminding us of One no longer here. 
And now, with changes ordinate of Heaven, 
Let such strange compact be asunder riven : 
With close of good Duke Algernon's career. 
Let temporal power surcease its influence here. 
Let God's own Temple, holy, consecrate, 
From "lay" assumption be inviolate : 
Let God be God alone. Enthroned there. 
His glory and his worship none may share. 

So have we written, with deliberate aim ; 

Denying any merely-mortal's claim 

To share the honour or the rule divine. 

In HIS own temple and 'fore holy shrine. 

Without endorsing eUl that Goldsmith said — 

" A breath can make them as a breath has made " — 

Lords, Peers, and Princes we count puny things. 

Where dweUs the LORD of LORDS and KING of KINGS. 

From our Telescopic Musings. 



Remembering all this, then, let us turn our eye inwardly ; let us look at 
home, before we dare to hold up our hands in pious horror, even, at the 
thoughtless, if not impious levity of the West Country farmer, who proffered 
to clear off the debt yet remaining upon a building dedicated to the service 
of God, if a minister would but offer up a prayer that his brindled greyhound 
bitch, Meg, might win the Coquetdale Puppy Stakes that year ; and she 
should so win them ! 

Speaking humanly : Neither we nor any others, we are aware, have any 
right, directly, to affirm who are, or who are not fitted to be the instruments 
of Heaven. Heaven save us from any such great presumption ! But we 
are told to judge of trees by their fruits : and we have known some strangely- 
flavoured ones, in our time. 

But, of this matter of Duke worship, so intimately associated with Lay 
Patronage, can there be any doubt ? 
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Would to God ! it were even bounded by this patronage in relation to 
the Church. Alas ! too successfully does it compete both with the public 
and the divine service ; and too frequently, also ; as we shall undertake to 
show presently, and beyond all doubt^ in our third Work also preparing for 
publication : viz. : — 

**The History of Alnwick, in Our Own Times," chiefly : showing ** the 
intimate ties" and ** strong relations" which have ** bound" the inhabitants 
thereof to the Ducal House of Percy : viewed in four aspects — political, 
social, commercial, and religious. 

Deus and Dux convertible terms, indeed ! What a poor impotent w<Nrd 
to convey our meaning ! 

Have we not a triumvirate — Deus, D ux, and Mammon ? but with this 
peculiarity in the government, that the two latter have in some places 
usurped well-nigh all the power : Or, at any rate, will allow the former 
to have any rule or sway on One day of the week, only : — and not always 
on that. 



Nor would it be a very mean parallel, after all, were we to compare our 
practice, if not our faith, with that of the Hindoos of the Himalayas. We, 
alike with them, abstain from ablutions in our worship : but — by the peak 
of the Greater Kylas ! — we are still liker them in another respect ; in that 
we do not so much regard the Great Spirit who dwelleth in heights unap- 
proachable, as we do our petty gods and minor divinities : and from pretty 
much the same belief, too ; that we may omit largely of our homage to the 
Good Spirit who will do us no harm ; and devote the more of our time and 
service to the propitiation of such as are likely, from the neglect of them, 
to do us some mischief. 

Hence, our everlasting **poojah;" our humble obeisance to our lesser, 
and nearer-at-hand, if not more-accessible deities : — those who have so 
many of the good things of earth and air and water at their arbitrary 
disposal. 

Nor is it with us, any more than with the Paharis, that the common 
people, alone, walk about with prayer-mills in their hands, grinding as 
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they go ; and with the significant words engraven thereon — " O mane pad 
me han :" [To Him of the lotus and the jewel] but which, in our case, 
might very fairly be rendered : [To Him of the loaves and fishes.] 

As for the short but comprehensive prayer inside the mill, we could find 
a thousand parallels, if occasion were, for that ! 

But, Oh ! ye worshippers of OM, TUT, or SUT, how are ye to be 
envied ! For, what is your creed ? ** To adore God, alone. To know 
God, alone : and to give up all other discourse :" — while we find men ready 
to defer to a petty manorial lord, even in the ministrations of the temple : 
changing a service in his life ; and abrogating another at his death ; as 
though, in fact, our most holy things were part and parcel of himself and 
his estate. Nay ! hanging as if in token thereof, and with the most con- 
summate impudence, his escutcheon upon the pulpit ! ! on the very watch- 
tower of the LORD of LORDS, himself ! — ignoring the divine assurance 
that God is no respecter of persons ; but that all are equal in His sight : — 
giving the lie as it were, practically^ to the declaration of the High and 
Lofty One who inhabiteth Eternity, that it is not to the Rich and the 
Mighty and the Noble He will look ; but to him that is of a meek and lowly 
spirit, and that trembleth at His word. 

"What a miserable piece of toady-ism is it, then — ^not to use any 
stronger term — thus to glorify and mix up the fleeting casual honours 
due to mere worldly rank, with the service of the Great God, himself! 
Honours casual and fleeting, we have said ; and when hereditary, only, 
of intrinsic value easily estimated: though by the "divine right" (!) of 
Kings made transmissible from generation to generation, much in the same 
way as our ancestorial three-legged cutty-stool, with a hole in the top of it, 
may have been handed down from our Two-hundred-and-fifty-fifth Great- 
Grandfather in the flesh. [At which remote period of existence, by the 
bye, if Darwin gets a verdict, said hole must have proved of no small con- 
venience to our relatives.] 

• 
Oh, that we had but space, here, to complete our picture ; even though 

we never had the good fortune to have it, as Academicians say, "hung 

upon the line." 

Deus and Dux, indeed I 

Sirs ! there are men— and this on affidavit — 

Who daren't wag their beard, nor trim, nor shave it. 
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Until they know, in hirsute matters, prius. 

They won't run counter to His Grace's bias : 

Their whole life's purpose trimming with D. V.s : — 

Not "GOD so willing ;" but, "the DUKE may't please!" 

From Telescopic Musings. 

Verily, we could not have been so far astray, after all, when we pro- 
posed to add to the already-numerous titles of religious sects that of Duxists 
or Duke-worshippers. They are numerous enough, in all conscience, for 
the foundation of an Order. 

Yet, will it be believed ? these are the very men who, even in public 
company and over the amenities of an evening's friendly entertainment, will 
presume, will dare, to lecture you on the beauty of truth ! dilate with the 
fervour of a Paul on the virtue of sincerity ! and finish off with a peroration 
against disingenuous actions, and all manner of shuffling ! as though they, 
themselves, were the very soul of honour, and the delegated vicegerents of 
the Deity on Earth. 

We are writing from absolute experience. "We have, ourselves — who 
would reckon every attribute of our manhood degraded in being placed 
in the same category with theirs — ^been challenged by some of those 
trimmers with "pretence ;" with having "kept" our arm in sling for five 
years. (!) Imputing a purpose, that is: when the heartless time-servers, 
reflecting that our accident might as readily have been their own, ought as 
tradesmen to have sympathized with us, rather ; fiirther considering that 
that "pretence" had cost us between five and six hundred pounds in that 
time, at the lowest computation ; and that it has put us out of business, at 
last, with a large family, and more than our own family, depending 
upon us. 

But so it is, ever. Just as we find the most cringing slaves, when 
invested themselves with power, to become the most infernal tyrants ; so is 
it with your political and social parasites. Patent to the world ; and with 
duplex faces that would have put a Janus to the blush in his own temple ; 
they are yet despised^ even while they are used by theip masters. * Let the 

* In dealing with matters not over clean, sometimes ; and which the light of day — the 
clear full light of truth and honour — would not improve the aspect of; such instruments, 
we are told, are held to be absolutely necessary. We do not need to illustrate ; although 
we could. What we have to annotate, is simply this : — That all-while they are used^ 
they are not honoured. A chiffonnier of Paris, even, never wears his rag-picker as a 
full-dress ornament ! 
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experiences and treatment of the ** tools" in our bodies corporate, for the 
past hundred years, bear witness. 

Nor is this the worst of them. Battening on the very excrescence of a 
Class, they will often of a necessity almost^ and in palliation of their own 
conduct, accredit others with the same prelibations or tastes, the same 
pandering qualifications as themselves. 

And our syllogism holds good alike in relation to matters of Church, of 
State, and of Social polity. Your Big gentleman knows well, too, how to 
work the Oracle. Long mute has been the Delphic Pythoness : silent the 
soothsayers of the once World's Capitol. They can be done without But, 
say what Ould Ireland may, your ** middle-men" are a great institution. 

Knave, varlet, lackey, serf, or go-between — ^what's in a name? — will 
pretty well answer the purpose in many communities, still. 

'Tis e'en so : in the game of life we see 

Painted Court-cards inferior ones enslave. 
What matters ace in suit should master be. 

While nine for one still knuckle to a " Knave ? " 

Our Telescopic Musings. 



"We must ail-but leave out, here, as being of too lengthy a divertissement 
for this Work, the marvellous story of the Grand Memorial Window, sub- 
scribed for by his admirers, on the decease of Duke Algernon, named the 
Magnificent ; to be placed in the East Central One of St MichaePs, Aln- 
wick : how that close on £'JQO was subscribed for that purpose : how, as 
so many things here do, the matter fell, eventually, under the directing 
influence of those who " lord it over the Gentiles :" how that the magnifi- 
cent design, contemplated as a memorial of the princely character of the 
Great Duke, was made a laughing-stock, a complete abortion of, in the 
hands of those whose very honour was involved in having the glory of the 
Elder Branch of the House secured against the slightest over-shadowing : 
how that a painting was eventually selected by some half-fossilized anti- 
quarian, which might have done for an antediluvian era, — with a slight 
change in the personages^ of course : and how that those directors — whoever 
they were, they ought to have opened the womb more than 5000 years ago ; 
before Cainan begat Mahalaleel ; and then been "held to bail" to expend 
all monies subscribed on the legitimate object for which they were so : — how 
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that in the end was foisted upon the disappointed, secretly-murmuring, but 
outwardly-mum subscribers this same poor pitiful characteristic work, at a 
cost of about ;f 230, only ! of the ;f 700 raised ! 

It is truly a grand story, throughout ; and has its "culmination," as our 
star-seers say, in the large balance being at length expended — Give ear, O 
Mother Wit ! — upon other three windows!! And these, too, not in the 
Nave of the Church, which belongs to the parishioners who subscribed the 
money ; but in the Chancel ! in that part which the Duke claims and is 
bound himself to keep in repair ! What a beautiful illustration of inde- 
pendence ! 

Generous, unselfish Parishioners ! — deny it who can ? — ^and right- worthy 
of a niche in the martyrology of the 19th Century ! Yet, what a standing, 
almost imperishable memorial is not that window destined to be, of the 
little, subject spirit of the town ? £^OQ raised for a noble work, and ;f 230 
expended upon it ! Mean and paltry in its character ; what a burlesque ! 
what a farce ! — if not a piece of dedicatory irony — is the emblazoned scroll 
thereon — 

"To THE Memory 

OF 

Algernon, 4th Duke of Northumberland :" 

[surnamed the Magnificent^ 

"By His Friends." (!!) 

Be-dad ! — as Major 0*Flanagan, of oath-diluting Memory, would have 
said — Could they not see the logical position ? — That no other object ; not 
fifty other windows, though every farthing were expended upon them, could 
compensate for the One Grand Work ? 

What, supposing the artists for the Nelson momiment, the Grey column, 
or the Scott memorial, or any other of our famed Colossal Works, which at 
once fix the gaze and touch the soul by their gigantic proportions and en- 
thronM beauty, had covertly exercised a power placed in their hands, and 
produced some weak inane creations of their Art, instead ? Would it have 
made up for the absence of the One Grand Colossal Work, that they reli- 
giously expended the whole sum, afterward, in fritters of little lions, petit 
conquerors, and collective statuary, all around ? The public, no less than 
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the subscribers, have answered this question, decisively. Oh ! it is a 
delicious history, we think : and with other delicacies yet to be served up, 
we may safely promise the veriest epicure such a feast as would travesty 
My Lord Mayor's civic banquet, even ; or the daintiest white-bait feed 
ever supplied to Ministerial order. — See Our History. 



In connection with stained-glass windows, we observe that our greatly- 
respected and energetic Vic^, the Rev. E. B. Trotter, has just issued an 
address to the Young people and children of his Charge ; nor does he 
forget the parents, altogether, in his zeal for the beautifying of God's 
House. 

Yet, there can hardly be a doubt of it, except in such hands as his — he 
having had nothing to do with the misappropriation of the large balance 
before mentioned — the present scheme for a new Children's-Window must 
have proved a complete failure. For, people who had before subscribed 
liberally, and found themselves deceived, are everywhere remarking that 
the misappropriated moneys previously raised, if such had been used for 
the Nave of the Church, instead of the Chancel, would have been almost 
sufficient to have filled every window in it, without further dipping into 
the parishioner pocket. The only three windows in the Church now in 
bad repair, are those on the North side of the chancel ; and it shows how 
their flattering gift of the three upon the South was appreciated, that the 
lay rector has allowed the former to remain in such a wretched state for so 
long a time ; draughts and colds both annoying and dangerous to those 
seated there, notwithstanding ; and after all sorts of things, including great 
squares of sheet glass, had been tried to avert the same. 



We cannot help thinking, moreover, that it would much more have re- 
dounded to the credit of our authorities, had they, on the restoration of our 
fine old Church more than 7 years ago, seen to provision being made for 
the replacement of the Ten Commandments, Creed, and Lord's Prayer, 
which for ages had been so conspicuous upon its East Walls : the former 
with the Cherubim overspreading them, as in Olden time these did the 
mercy seat of the Ark which contained them. 

It seems strange, truly, that so many years should have elapsed without 
any attempt at the replacement of those laws, &c., upon which the polity of 
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the Church was founded : unless, indeed, the premier one of the decalogue 
— " Thou shalt have none other Gods but me " — be in these days deemed an 
impertinent and offensive reflection upon the divided worship of a people. 
It is long since we propounded our views on this subject to our Church- 
wardens, as they will testify; on learning that they had "a balance in 
hand " after the restoration in 1863 : viz. ; that so far from them condoning 
the obliteration of the Old Commandments, they couldn't possibly expend 
their then surplus better, than in having them decuplicated, and enamelled 
in letters of plain bold character upon every pillar in the Church. 

The sooner they are restored, at any rate, the better ; whether it be the 
business of the Officers of the Church, or that of His Grace as claiming 
the Chancel, to do so. 



We are quite aware, and we have been assured of it over and over again, 
that to this, our plain speaking and plain acting in accordance therewith, — 
to our unmeasured contempt for, and denunciation of, an abject mean servi- 
lity to the "powers that be ;" and to our frequent exposure of that nauseat- 
ing hypocrisy which has for years, as a High-Priest, sacrificed principle 
political and religious, alike, at the shrine of our Shire Magnates — may be 
referred, in a great measure, our own limited success in life. We might 
almost say, indeed, and by reason thereof — [the words are quoted reve- 
rently] — '* Our enemies compass us like water : they come about us like 
bees : they keep us in on every side : they are more in number than the 
hairs of our head." But what then ? 

Three hundred years ago a chart was laid down by the celebrated, as 
unfortunate. Sir Walter Raleigh, which might enable any one, who would 
do so, to steer clear of the Scylla upon which so many have shipwrecked 
their fortune in life. He said, that he knew such success "was no other 
than the fashioning ourselves to the nature and things of the times in which 
we live. For, however true it might be, yet no one may tell a Great Man 
that he is not just ; a General that he is not valiant ; or a Lady that she is 
not fair ; and expect afterward to be made a Counsellor, a Captain, or a 
Courtier." 

He also pertinently adds — " Whosoever shall follow Truth too near the 
heels, it may haply knock out his teeth." 
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"Whether we have voyaged by such chart, our History of Alnwick, afore- 
said, must show. Whenever that be issued, we promise it shall speak with 
a challenge-note to them who, ** under the green tree," have scrupled not 
to impugn both our conduct and our motives, whenever these have been 
arrayed against that unquestioning, pitiful abasement of spirit ; that worse- 
than- Oriental prostration at the feet of our territorial magnates, in every 
circumstance almost, political, social, commercial, and religious, which — 
we are sorry to write it — has been the bane of our Town ; Ay ! and which, 
we much fear, will eventually prove the decadence of it 

Nor would we have our aye-ready sneerers put their nasal projectories at 
too great an angle of elevation at this last period. None of their prema- 
ture — " A Daniel ! a Daniel ! a second Daniel come to judgment !" style 
of thing, may it please them : lest, like Gratiano of Venice, we find occa- 
sion ** to thank them for teaching us the word;" and they, themselves, are 
** taken on the hip." 

Some gentle kind-hearted people, we know, will be very likely to depre- 
cate this portion of our proem, as being an irritant to their mental gang- 
lionics, without proving effective of the object aimed at. 

And it may be, after all, that we never shall realize the beautiful spirit 
of a Whittier : — 

" I better know than all 
How little I have gained. 
How vast the unattained." 

Yet neither, let us hope in the words of the same loving Protestant spirit, 
shall we be judged only by our printed thoughts — 

" Not by the page word painted 
Let life be banned or sainted : 
Deeper than written scroll 
The colours of the soul." 

May our action, — that which has been the concern of our whole life — the 
maintenance of a just independence, show that we have held that to be 
one of life's choicest blessings ; and its impress leave 
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Deeper than written scroll.' 



Do we speak truth ? — unpalatable as it may prove to some ? Why, take 
even our leading men, and some of our public bodies, and see how often 
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they have, if not as instruments of the lords of the manor, at any rate 
sacrificed to their interests when these have clashed with those of the public 
weaL Need we more than point to the determined opposition to the North- 
Eastem main line of rail to the Town, in time past ; or that to the Western 
or Rothbury branch of later date ? 

We shall have a series of tableaux^ we hope, in our History presently, in 
illustration of the several attempts, all of them frustrated^ to have Railway 
communications obtained for our town, to conserve that trade which 
Alnwick has had for centuries ; but which now must be, nay ! which has 
already been^ and will still more be, diverted from it to the extent of 
thousands of pounds annually. And thiSy by the opposition to such lines 
which has been offered, both openly and covertly, or actively and passively, 
by our Great Men ; because, forsooth ! the privacy and lordly seclusion of 
their noble seats might be somewhat lessened thereby ! 

« 

We shall see whether every word, almost, then spoken prognostically 
with regard to the Rothbury or Western Line from our Town has not come 
true : and whether the tradesmen of Alnwick will not some day forgive us, 
in our warm feeling for its interests, an expression coarse and unpolite as we 

confess it to have been — ** that our Dukes didn't care one for such, 

when these were arrayed ever so slightly against their own prejudices or 
plans." 

And we propose to ourselves, to shew how it is they have so long dared 
to act so, with impunity. 

The days are not yet, perhaps, when that truth so inadvertently uttered 
by one of the leading Electors, on the last occasion of choosing two 
Knights of the Shire, for North Northumberland, — ** that we stood there 
that day, under the shadow of Alnwick CastUy** — is to be fully realized. 

A great, though inadvertent, truth it was ! 

Not in the sunshine, be it observed, but under the shadow of the Percy's 
Great Northern Keep. True, Mr Speaker, thought we, shadow is all very 
well when your weak humanity is broiling in the full blaze and sunshine of 
prosperity : but certainly not much to be desired when it is shivering and 
chattering in the cold, already. 
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But assuredly the day will come, when it will be made clear that manu- 
factories established upon our good little river Aln, with such a fine water- 
fall, would have contributed more to the comfort and material prosperity of 
our townsmen, than would either the shadows or sunshines of a dozen 
Castles : and that it was a sober truth, and no chimera, when it was avowed 
that but for the wise counsels that projected the cultivation of Aydon 
Forest, or Alnwick Moor, which accomplished a greater and more lasting 
good to the town than all the Castle Works that, for so many years, we 
were half-deafened with the praises of, hundreds would not now have been 
able to live here, even under that shadow! 

So forcibly does one of our Telescopic Musings occur to us, just here, 
that we are fain to give it, as bearing upon this subject : — And how envious 
is it not calculated to make us of communities who have had Kings for 
their nursing-fathers, and Queens for nursing-mothers ? — 

Then might have been the impious wish fulfilled. 
Once by a Magnate uttered — hate-distilled. 
That in our streets which Trade and Commerce pave. 
The grass, at length, like prairie-swells might wave I 

A wish I that should have stricken dumb the tongue 
On which its accents for one moment hung : 
Words I whose effect it should have been to sear. 
As with hot iron, every freedman's ear. 

Slaves ! Shew us One State in whole of Nigger Land 
Bound up in fetters of such wretched brand. 
Sambo can crack his joke with Massa — " He I ' 
Not massa-cred, at first attempt, Ae'd be. 



I tt 



Slaves I soul and body ; answering to the goad : 

For some, men gather where they never strewed; 

Live on in hopeless toil ; perchance to see 

Their sons still deeper sunk in villany. 

Freedom of commerce stifled, in its throes 

To burst the barriers which it enclose : 

That wealth which should have quickened in the womb 

The embryos of trade, still made their tomb : 

That, which had raised the status of a town. 

Used but to feodalize, and " hind " a clown. 

Slaves I who but slaves would lumpishly endure 
A rule that dooms to living sepulture ! 
Would, spaniel-like, the hand that whips them lick ; 
And rank their *' seats of honour " raised each kick 1 
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What needs there more ? Have they not fullest c^im 
To all the rights of such " time-honoured " name ? 
When even " jalap'd beer " to supper fails 
To purge a fawning Cit from villain ails ! 



But to resume. Need we recall to mind the Burial Board Contests 
(1856) — so creditable to a few — and the positive chicanery which charac- 
terized some of the proceedings in the poll of the Parish? Must we 
resuscitate the Assessment Committee's new-rating abortion, when certain 
worthy unselfish citizens counted out a majority for Alnwick Castle — with 
all its enlargements and improvements — remaining as it had hitherto been 
rated to the poor, on about a thousand pounds annual rental ; even after an 
admission that it should have been upon fifteen hundred, at the very least : 
while not a tradesman of the town was permitted an enlargement and 
improvement of his property without full additional taxation of the same ? 

We want a Thomas F. Hedley, of Sunderland, here, sadly ! 

Needs it that we bring to mind that tell-tale episode of the Board of 
Health, which records permission to My Lord Duke to place out-side steps 
with projecting hand-rails to his houses in Bailiffgate, whilst voting such to 
be a nuisance in other parts of the Town, and prosecuting their removal ? — 
simply, that the approach to his Castle might be improved thereby I 



Must we speak of the shameless serfdom of some, shewn in their readi- 
ness to cast overboard, on their lord's account, the interests of the town, 
wholesale ; when they would have removed the Annual Rifle Competition 
away from Alnwick, because the late Duke lay indisposed at the Castle ; — 
where, we have been assured, he could not possibly be affected by the 
firing, from a mile to a mile and a half off; — utterly oblivious the while, or 
what was worse, disregardless of the fact that Dr Edward Anthony Hedley, 
a gentleman in the prime of age, and who for public usefulness was worth 
a hundred dukes, was lying dying ; and much nearer to the competition 
ground than the kindly-hearted, good, though decrepit nonogenarian noble- 
man? 

We shall leave over, here, military lodging-room keepers, and accom- 
modation extraordinary, in relation to Board of Health laws, and the 
sanitary interests of the Town, for consideration in our History. 
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In the meanwhile : — Will it be credited, that the agents of Alnwick 
Castle, in their very arrogance of impunity, should have dared, and were 
permitted by the authorities ! to open a cutting the whole length of a public 
street, — a cutting some three feet wide and two or three deep ; for the 
Castle's own private purposes ; without ever obtaining permission from those 
authorities, as required by law, — and to leave such cutting open and unpro- 
tected for several nights, without any watch being set, or a single fire 
lighted to warn of danger ; by reason of which several accidents occurred, 
and we, ourselves, have been disabled for life ? 

We shall make a clean breast of the whole attendant circumstances of 
this scandalous outrage, presently ; in a thorough h3rpostatical dissection of 
Ducal honour, and Factor veracity, as exhibited in the performances of 
what Thomas Ingoldsby, in his Legends, calls **a double Joe." In the 
interim. Arrogance ! Servility ! just you two rub noses, or shake hands,* 
together ; as your representatives have so often done before ; and confess, 
for once at least, we are in the right. 



Lastly : Needs it that we do more here, in the prospect of our History, 
than denounce in a few words, we will not say the shameful attempt to 
injure or swamp the vested interests of the Corporation, in the matter of 
its newly-built, efficiently-mastered, and large-salaried schools, but certainly 
an utter inconsideration for the same (as well as for the interests of other 
teachers in the town), by the conversion of a noble Institute — **a school 
endowed for the free education of 200 poor boys" — into a rival one for 



* In some parts of the World, the former Is a common enough mode of salute. An 
exceptioftal one, only, with us : albeit we have quite as extraordinary freaks of *'hailse," 
or salutation, in our own, as in any you will find 'tween the Mountains of the Moon and 
John o'Groat's dominion ; and affording the strongest evidence of the truth of our posi- 
tion. We have no desire to ostracise [more than the mere record of this fact will do so] 
that famous and certainly devoted citizen, of Artillery Volunteer renown, who could 
willingly expose himself "in the ranks," for an hour or more, in a pitiless drenching 
down-pour, at the sacrifice of his time, at the risk [it might almost be said, at the cost] of 
his life, and his family's incompensatable loss : only that he might "present arms," (! !) 
or fire a salute of so many guns, to an Ancient of Ermine, who, one moment before, and 
we are very sure, one moment after, wouldn't be aware that such a bit of potter's clay, 
as his own, cumbered the face of the Earth ! And yet ! — Oh, brave commentator on 
Jumna offerings and Juggernaut immolators ! — who could turn back, half-way to Church 
on the following morning, for a few drops of rain on his West-of-£ngland super ; and 
from a horrible dread of " the riieumatics 1" 
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tuition in the higher branches of science ; and in the same being offered 
fr^ to our carriage-driving, fox-hunting merchants and professional gentle- 
men, whose pride would yet in a moment have revolted, we are sure, had 
the olden badges of the "Charity School," viz.; red-tasselled cap, abbre- 
viated swallow-tails, scarlet waistcoat, and corduroy unmentionables, been 
made the marks of their acceptance ? Offering ? Nay, actually soliciting 
parents, even, who were worth their ** thousands," and as well able to 
educate their children as any nobleman in the Kingdom, to send their 
children there, who were <U the very time paying for their education at the 
Borough schools ! 

Talk of consistency, and principle, and fair-dealing ! "What a sop was 
this for the town ! For who is he that can receive continual douceurs, or 
daily obligations from another, and checkmate him immediately afterwards, 
if occasion arise, even upon principle ? 

Let our Political History Answer the Question. 

But, as we said, what a likelihood in this, still further to sap the totter- 
ing independence of the town : and which, we are sorry to think, so many 
of our money-above-all-things-loving tradesmen, and others, acceded to ; 
failing to perceive, apart from the love of independence for its own dear 
sake, that what is so pleasant now, might in the end prove to be wretchedly 
suicidal. For where should we be, if, after our public establishments had 
succumbed to irresistible power and secret influence, * * a King should arise 
who knew not Joseph?" .... A nobleman is not boimd always, 
and for ever, to educate his serfs. 

May we not ask, then, in the words of the patriot poet, regarding 

the few who are willing, for their own selfish objects, to be built up on 

the dSris of the many ; those who lend themselves as facile agents to an 

overgrown power, if so only, they themselves shall be assured their 

guerdon ? — 

" Is there not 

Some chosen curse, some hidden thunder in the stars of Heaven, 
Red with tmcommon wrath, to blast the men 
Who owe their greatness to the conunune's hurt ? " 

Well. We may reserve the fuller discussion of the question of **the 
serfdom of the 19th century," for our next Essay. 
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We shall establish this fact, at least ; that we have had men amongst us 
who could prate of their freedom, even while hugging their chains. Yankee- 
like, flaunting their flag of liberty in the very heartdom of slavery : whist- 
ling their British Marseillaise in the very nursery-grounds of conscription : 
drivelling with a lachrymose pity over the poor rustic who had accepted the 
sergeant's shilling, and a bunch of bright ribbons to the fife-and-drum over- 
ture of ** Britons never, nev-er, shall be slaves ! " Mocking their fellows, 
even, who were eulogizing the fiction, and ignoring the fact : and ever with 
a seeming, beautiful unconsciousness that at their own doors, in their own 
most proper persons, was afforded the most ample and unanswerable justi- 
fication oft hern ail. 

And yet, why marvel we ? Human nature is not so vastly different, now, 
from what it was in the days of Julius Caesar ; great as is the interval of 
time, and the vaunted advance of civilisation and freedom, between those 
days and our own. Then, we are told, Brutus, when he went out as the 
champion of liberty to slay the Caesar, and make his speech in the forum, 
had his own door opened for him by a slave chained to the lintel ! Beauti- 
ful consistency ! And why should not we, then, in our day have the 
"door opened," the ** opportunity offered" by our pretended freeman 
when his Noble Master seeks an opportunity to enslave the people ? The 
paradox is not one whit more revolting in the eyes of some people, now-a- 
days, than it was in those of the Romans. Moreover ; History will repeat 
itself, though somewhat varied, perhaps in its combinations. 



Have we said enough, then ? Or, now that we have taken upon our- 
selves to prove a greater-than-Egyptian bondage, perhaps a single page 
more — one specimen page from our forth-coming History — will not be 
deemed greatly out of place ; even though it does attest a Cisatlantic mer- 
chandise of body and soul, a thousand times more degrading to human 
nature than ever a New Orleans slave-mart could exhibit ; a willing bond- 
age which we have fought, a life-time, against ; and which we still believe 
it to be our duty to denounce. 

We will take care to limn this, our part picture, with the pencil of Truth, 
itself; though the "subjects" of it will not now be treated with that 
Draconian severity which an aggregate of their deeds demands. 



It was in the year 1862 (or 63) that a Choral Society or Union was pro- 
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jected for our town, of which every devotee of Euterpe was invited to form 
a part ; and, under the eccentric but undeniably -exquisite taste and leader- 
ship of Mr Wm. Alphonse Leggatt, the then organist of St Paul's, Alnwick, 
— now of St Mary's Cathedral, Newcastle, — a success unprecedented in the 
town's musical annals was predicted. One feature in the projected scheme 
ought not to be lost sight of ; that Mr Leggatt, in striking contrast to many 
of his professional brethren, in the most generous manner offered his ser- 
vices gratuitously to the Society ; although the labour of training and con- 
ducting such a large body would have been immense. 

A fact conclusive, that Mr Leggatt's motives alone were the gratification 
and intellectual enjoyment of his townsmen, outside of all selfish considera- 
tions, whatever ; and far above suspicion, even, of the presumptive ones 
which were so wrongly imputed to him. 



A day, then, was fixed for a general meeting to form a committee and 
make arrangements. The place fixed upon by the promoters, one of whom 
was the Curate of St Paul's, and another the much-respected Head-Master 
of it, was the Duke's school, aforesaid ; while the well-known singers of 
defimct choral societies were hunted up and solicited to attend : Mr Leg- 
gatt, himself, the Rev. Mr , and a certain St Chrysostom Fiddlebow, 

being the most active " resurrectionists." 



Guess the amazement, then, with which we and other members of St 
Michael's choir who had been invited, received an intimation, while at 
Church practice one night, that our then Incumbent did not wish his choir 
to join the projected Legatto-Pergolesian-Chrysostomian Society I 

Of course, there was only one thing possible for us to do. And we did it. 
We demanded to know the reason for such a message being sent to us : — a 
most extraordinary one, we ventured to observe, to be sent to a voluntary, 
unpaid choir ! and one, at the same time, in direct opposition to the action 
of a brother clergyman, and the wishes of a large community, who had been 
consulted. There was no explanation, however. Of course not. Expla- 
nation forsooth I But there it was ; a plain, bare, presuming message to a 
voluntary choir ; and thereupon followed our plain, bare, declared resolu- 
tion to allow no man, Incumbent or other, to dictate to us how we should 
spend our leisure hours. And we are glad to say we influenced a good 
portion of the adults of our choir. 
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Well : but the night of the meeting arrived; the attendance at the Duke's 

school was numerous ; and Rev. Mr took the chair. And now, it 

was to be made evident that the animus, whatever that was, had found its 
way to, and had its effect upon, the ear of the Duke, who was then rapidly 
nearing his dotage, and was easily led when diplomatically handled. 

The Chairman opened the business by announcing that **he was sorry to 
say their scheme for forming a Choral Union must fall to the ground ; for 
he had just had an intimation that His Grace of Northumberland was averse 
to such a society being formed." ** No one," he added, ** could feel more 
disappointed than himself at the miscarriage of their project ; but it was 
useless to persist in the face of the Duke's opposition. He therefore re- 
commended that we pursue the matter no further, for the present." 

On this occasion we were again spokesman, and asked for an explana- 
tion : and in reply to our question — " Whether we were to consider His 
Grace's opposition an active, or a merely-passive one, in not subscribing to 
the funds ?" — ^we were told by the Chairman that he feared it was an active 
one ; for he would not allow the boys of his school (Mr L^gatt's own 
choir) to sing. ( !) We expressed our surprise, in no measured terms at this, 
seeing that His Grace had, only some few years before, brought a professor 
of music to the town, and borne a large share of the expenses of the popular 
classes then formed. And in the entire absence of any explanation, and of 
all consideration for the wishes of the town, or of anything to soften down 
his harsh, autocratic treatment of that meeting, we felt bound to move — 
" that a vote of censure be recorded against him in its minutes, fof arrogat- 
ing such a presumptuous line of action, in direct opposition to the ex- 
pressed wishes of a large community." 



Now ; we have never seen a bombardment by shell ; and hope we never 
shall. Yet, when the same has been pictorially illustrated, we have quite 
appreciated the almost rectangular dialysis of leg exhibited by those who 
were so fortunate as to be able to run away, when a fizzing, ricochetting 
Todtleben had alighted among them ! 

We had not the running away upon this occasion, it is true. But the 
horror depictfed upon every face, at our daring proposition, was a sight to 
be remembered. Don't be sceptical. The expression given to the counte- 
nances of the. Indian mutineers, when about to suffer death by being blown 
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from the guns, was a de-Iight-ful one in comparison. The Chairman, him- 
self, jumped up as if he had been operated upon by a fifty-thousand-plated 
Signor Galvani ; or, as if we had energized the marrow in his whole spinal 
canal. Gracious goodness ! To have arraigned Heaven, or charged Pro- 
vidence with direct German proclivities in the late war, supposing that to 
have then taken place, would have been a comparatively venial offence on 
our part I But to propagate a grudge against their live Duke ! Awful ! 
Horrible ! You might have seen in the eye of every one of them the pure 
undiluted ** Conjure te! scglesttssima-nequissima-spurcissima-iniquissima' 
atque miserrima!" of a Dominie Sampson. The Chairman protested " that 
if we pressed our motion, he must vacate the chair ! He could n*t put any 
such motion reflecting upon that nobleman ; for he was the Duke's servant ! 
The Duke paid his stipend as Curate of St Paul's ! !" 

And now we have come to the revelation, to the uncovering, of the very 
** pistil " of our case. 

The Duke's Servant ! 

A minister of God ; an ambassador of the King of Heaven ; but the 
Duke's servant ! What a confession ; and what a Tishbite-ish smack the 
acknowledgment had about it ! In the olden time, the dignity of the Office 
and the sacredness of his Calling would have asserted themselves in such a 
profession as 

"The Servant of the Most High God.'* 

But the servant of the Duke ! Bah ! irrespective of the merits of our 
proposition, or the righteousness of his conduct. This it was which only 
was wanting to complete our picture of degradation. But the * * Servant " 
was saved. Not one present would second our motion of censure. Not 
very likely ; though nearly all admitted its being deserved. The chair was 
therefore vacated, at length, in due and formal manner ; and the Earth did 
not open her mouth and swallow us up. It was clear now, however, that 
the Duke's ear had been poisoned by misrepresentations of some kind. All 
were agreed upon that. 

And now just observe the curious action of these worthy independent 
members of the body commune, whenever the antidote to such poison had 
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been administered. Some time after, when the Duke had veered about, 
and declared not his wish, only, but his intention to establish this very 
Society, will it be believed that even the quondam most-easily-scared pro- 
moters of the former project were again among the very first to put their 
names down on the list of subscribers for its formation ! It was so, verily ! 
And now we were, in turn, to be dunned by them with an importunity that 
might have moved the bowels of an unjust judge, only to join for God's 
sake ! — which, in their vernacular, meant the Duk^s sake^ of course. But 
we would not. They had misprised the elements of success, after all ; for 
many other bassos refused, along with us, to join : and when called upon at 
another meeting of choristers, to give our reasons for not supporting the 
said Society, then ; our answer simply was, that ** Duke Vernon would n't 
countenance it now." 

Hence the issue. They could not secure a complement of one of the most 
essential of their parts : and after lingering out a wretched existence, the 
laughing-stock and derision, at length, of the musical part of the com- 
munity, and to the almost distraction of their trainer — not Mr Leggatt, 
after all, be it observed ! but Mr Rea, of Newcastle, one of the most 
talented conductors in all England, this grand, Duke-supported, parasiti- 
cally-strangled Choral Union gave up the ghost ; literally expiring for want 
of breath ; its few good members being thoroughly disgusted, and but rarely 
attending. 



One word interrogative. Have we proved our position? And why should 
we be so ready to discredit those quaint old German legends which tell of 
men lusting for power and wealth selling themselves, **for a consideration," 
to the devil ; to the accredited Incarnation of temporal glory and riches and 
power ; when we have men amongst us, in these days, sacrificing not their 
temporal independence and honour, only, but their very souls, at the shrine 
of a doting or capricious nobleman ? And how multitudinous are the re- 
flections ; how awful are the spectra issuing from all this ; had we but time 
to analyse or pursue them ! 



Chief among them, perhaps, the amazing power which wealth can wield ; 
for, of course, if our Dukes were as poverty-stricken as were the Muscovian 
in Ivan's time, who could be hired by an English Merchant to groom his 
horse and black his boots, then the case would be materially altered, no 
doubt of it. 
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And we are far from being sure that many of these reflections would not 
be found in opposition to Mr Buckle, in his " History of Civilization ;" 
when he gravely doubts the position of "hereditary qualities." For, in 
such an atmosphere of bondage, as we have described, what more probable 
than that education and example, together, should so deeply taint the soul 
as to make the hereditament of a slavish vassalage, a degraded villany, as 
certain as is believed to be the transmission of the nature of a vicious 
horse? 



We believe in transmitted idiocy, and in hereditary disease, multiform : 
and why not in hereditary poltroonery, still supplemented and developed as 
that is by an every-day, life-long surrender of will ? 

I' faith ! we think it as certain as is the physical, inevitable Hapsburg 
upper lip first derived from the Jagellon : and not half so problematical as 
the story of the Carolina dog, which transmitted its defect of a lost tail to 
its destendants of the fourth generation. 

We must put off, for the present, the consideration of our deeper 
ignominy, our lower degradation, as shown in our calmly permitting the 
very grave-stones to be removed from our tombs in the Church-yard, where 
they marked the resting-places of those dear to us ; and to see the same set 
up against the several walls of the church, with an inscription like the 
following graven along the bottom of them — "The remains of the above- 
named lie buried 26 feet, S.E. from this spot:" or "18 feet, N. from 
this ! " And why so ? Just that My Lord of Northumberland might have 
a private carriage-drive^ forsooth ! from his Castle to the Church, aver the 
graves of the dead 1 1 

Slaves, that we are ! 

Though even this will not prove to be our most terrible illustration of 

what we have become reduced to. 

See Our History, 

We will only say here, then, that had such a shameless desecration been 
attempted with stone and grave of kindred of Ours ; at the risk of our life 
we would have dragged horses and chariot and all from that road, had 
twenty Knights of Garter been its load. 
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And now, before we enter upon themes which may be considered of more 
general or common interest, permit us to defend the course we have taken, 
up to this point, from any presumed charge, that what we have just penned 
is of **too local" a character to be of much general interest. We cannot 
think so. The great Globe itself is but made up of atoms ; as all nations 
are of human units; while we feel quite sure our "call" will find its 
"echo" in a hundred communities ; some fainter, it may be, than that of 
others ; but that is all. Besides ; what would they imply by ** too local ?" 
Take the fictions, only, of any of our Novelists ; especially of those whose 
object-paramount it is, in the guise of story, to pourtray the follies of an 
Age, the peculiarities of a Class, the lust of power, the battle of principle, 
the pride of "caste," or the force of character ; and are not the whole of 
these drawn out in persons and places that have no existence, in reality ? 
And yet we are content that they shall localize and impersonate as they 
shall see fit. Surely, a "too local" charge would have but bare standing 
ground, from such a view point as this. We speak from positive experi- 
ence, of a condition of things from which the element of fiction is absolutely 
excluded ; and we expect, on these very grounds, to ensure all the greater 
interest. See if this be not so. 

But one argument, more, as a crowner. If the '* savour" or intro- 
duction of personal matters into our Work should chance to be remarked ; 
we would ask this one question — Why are matters of really no direct per- 
sonal moment to any of us — to no one, indeed, save to them immediately 
concerned in them — daily reported with so much detail and at such great 
cost by the Public Press ; except that injustice and wrong doing, which 
would otherwise become rampant, may be exposed and held forth for the 
reprobation of society : not in the immediate sphere of their own action, 
only ; but wherever the history of the same may become known ? It is 
therefore, also, that the fullest information is given as to the successful 
opposition offered to such ; and to any penalties incurred or degradation 
suffered by the perpetrators. These again act as a caution and a deterrent 
to others, who, in their egregious selfishness, would otherwise not have 
hesitated to follow in the same track, to the hurt of the people, at large. 

We forget the social argument, too often, when we charge others with 
discussing, publicly, personal matters. Whereas, we ought to remember 
that a direct and intentional wrong done to an individual member of society, 
is in reality an attack upon the whole body ; for each one member may, in 
his turn, be the subject of the like injury. Hence, on that ground alone, a 
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successful exposure and resistance of individual wrong is a matter of direct 
interest to Society in the aggregate. 

The constitution of our laws, in fact ; and the embodiment of judicial 
power, are a positive affirmation of this proposition. WE don't want to 
engage public attention at all ; and would not^ except for such an obliga- 
tion. In one sense, . much rather would we that our case had been 
another's, if it had to be; and that we should have had the counselling of 
the wronged, and the denunciation of the unscrupulous oppressors. 

Therefore, without further defence of our course, we simply announce, 
by way of advertisement, Our Pamphlet now preparing for publication, 
entitled 

"At the Bar of Public Opinion." 

The publication of it, indeed, is inevitable. For, while the carrying out 
of that which has been a strong "principle of action," all our life : viz, ; 
the determined and uncompromising resistance of wrong, has already sub- 
jected us to heavy pecuniary loss ; to the threats firsts the annoyances 
afterward^ and subsequently to the expenses of an Extraordinary County 
Court action, — in which, however, we were completely successful — it is at 
this very titne^ in our maintenance of "public rights," as against an aristo- 
cratical Class invasion of them, about to involve us in a still more serious 
and costly Assize TriaL 

// must be soj however. All the Adin Balloons in the world will not 
convince us it is our duty to submit to be crushed, unresistingly ; stamped 
out, as it were, by the iron heel of tyranny, and that presumptive power 
which the possession of mere wealth too often has made triumphant, in like 
cases. After a score of fruitless efforts to keep clear of the Law, we shall 
test such power, yet once more, in Our Case. 

See Appendix, for advertisement of Pamphlet, above-named. By the 
sale of it, and this Work, we propose to raise arms and ammunition ; that 
is, " Counsels' retaining fees, &c. &c," for the fight. 



With regard to the last stanzas in " The Budget," we would simply say, 
in as many words, that we are not revolutionists. Far from it. So much 
as we have studied history, it has impressed us deeply with an abhorrence 
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of the evils of war, in every form : but much more so of those so fearfully 
enhanced in a Civil War, or Revolution. In truth we would, were it 
possible, abolish wars by all means: Or, compel them who make them, 
alone to fight them. Oh \ that horrible wholesale butchery ; the carnage 
and the horrors, the frightful scenes and wide-spread suffering and broken 
hearts that go to form the damnable record of a protracted internecine 
war ! And how intensified are all these when wrought by members of the 
same family — kindred in blood and nationality ? 

What an evidence of all this, have we not just had, in unhappy France ? 



We simply refer in those lines, then, to such an exigence as might arise 
out of an unrighteous, as foolish and useless, opposition to the determined 
will of a united people : when populations long-suffering, ground down 
and pauperised to keep up the fopperies of State, the pomp and circum- 
stance of War; tcf invest Automatons with power, or Cla^ with prero- 
gative ; will raise up a Nefnesis such as the chisel of a Phidias never ren- 
dered the outline of ; and which might eventuate in such a popular decree 
as — 

"Usurpers of God's Earth." 



Our Country's history furnishes us with illustrations ; and might have 
supplied more, but for prudent and timely concessions to the resolution of 
an omnipotent people. 

Such was the policy resulting in those detestable acts of tyranny which 
brought Charles I. to the scaffold ; made James II. a fugitive outcast ; and 
altered the succession to the throne. Such, as an obverse, was Catholic 
Emancipation ; the very necessity for which has left its stain upon our 
common humanity : when the enjoyment of civil rights was tyrannically 
made dependent upon conformity to a State creed. * Such was the Reform 

* Could Dr Croly really have been in earnest when he thought George IV. was taken 
suddenly from his loving (?) people because he had sanctioned the passing of the Emanci- 
pation Bill ? Verily, the Doctor paid no great compliment to Heaven, in whatever light 
it is taken. Loving people, truly I And what an unmitigated libel upon Eternal 
Justice 1 

But in speaking of Catholic disabilities, it just occurs to us, what a wonderful principle, 
also, lay wrapt up in those legislative enactments which " barred," for Ages, the pro- 
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bill of 1832 ; and again that of 1867. Such was the Com Law Repeal 
Act ; and such was the crowning one of the Irish Church bill. 



We do indeed sincerely pray that the day may never dawn that shall 
hear our millions of poverty-stricken, if not poverty-doomed people — 
millions of free men in their death struggle for relief from grinding, 
oppressive, unnecessary taxation, pronounce that decree which, we have 
only said, under such circumstances might be sent forth. 

We say unnecessary taxsition. For, are not "legion" the instances of 
the money of the tax-payer being squandered ? £x. Gr. In the year 1702 
an Earl was changed into a Duke, and because his income wouldn't support 
the weight and glory of his additional top-knot, a pension of £^000 a year 
was bestowed upon him, and — mark this ! — upon his heirs for ever ! That 
little job has cost the public ;£"840,ocx), since. Earl Marlborough, at least, 
had done samQthmg to deserve a pension, himself; though the fruit of his 
loins, after him, might never do. Some of them, indeed, might one day 
have deserved hanging, for anything those generous givers-away of other 
people's money could have foreseen. Still, it was ruled they should have 
their ;f 5000 a year, for their hundreth-and-first Great Grandfather's sake, 
retro! 



)} 



Or, what shall be said, again, of the following choice "piece of roast 

off John Bull? — the following Parliamentary Jack S raid upon the 

pockets of the British tax-payer ? 

Viscount , who died some little time ago, when a mere youth was 

appointed to **a perfect sinecure," we are told, by his grandpapa, Arch- 

fessors of Socinian or Unitarian doctrine from the grants and privileges accorded to other 
religious bodies ; although their loyalty no less than their good-citizenship was allowed 
to be unquestionable, while that of others. Participant, was held to be doubtful. And a 
greater wonder, still, can we discern in those transcendental dogmas which could pro- 
nounce men beyond the pale of salvation and communion with their God ; — poor, weak, 
simple-minded, soft-headed men, too, such as Drs Priestly, and Worcester, and Channing, 
for instance ! ! to say nothing of "glorious" John Milton, — the very base or foundation 
of whose faith was a jealous regard for the indivisible Unity and unpartakable Honour and 
Glory of their God. Ay ! and who have braved alike the contumely of the World, the 
forfeitures of the State, and the anathemas and penalties of the Church, in their main- 
tenance of it. Who would ever dream of placing a State religionist, or mere Mammon 
convert, upon the same pedestal with such men as these ? 
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bishop , The office, however, was soon abolished, as it justly 

deserved to be : when, lo ! a life compensation — for what ? — was voted to 
him! Nay! we are told, as if such a ** stand and deliver!" was not 
strong enough, although the said office was one of ;f 3000 a year, only, the 
life compensation was made one of £^000 per annum ! So that for the 
after years of his existence, during which he never saved Britannia **the 
turning of a hair*' for it, he would pocket about the nett sum of ;f 200,000, 
sterling ; drawn from the very life-blood, the brain, and thews and sinews 
of the people ! 

Let the system here denounced, though, only be made general in its 
application, and we should see what barricados and obstructionists would 
cross its path, in a moment. Suppose that the pension bestower, himself, 
were compelled from circumstances to reduce his establishment. He must 
not discharge a groom of the chambers, an under butler, and a second 
coachman. Oh, no ! although he may have no further occasion for them, 
and cannot afford to employ them, he must still pension them for life! And 
that, although they were, every one of them, amply remunerated while in 
the discharge of their office ! How would that suit him ? And if not 
him ; why the people ? 

Before we take leave of this part of our subject, let us hear that most 
marvellous story told by Mr J. R. Planche, of the broad-shouldered, 
burden-bearing, good-natured John Bull of a generation or two back. 
The facts he vouches for. We tell them, therefore, nothing doubting. 

There was a baby bom into the world. And flis babyship being of the 
fruit of the loins of a friend of the cousin of the wife of a minister of the 
Crown, had to have a superfine godmother. And the minister's wife was 
the super. Of course, it is known all over the world that godmothers 
make gifts to their ** responsibilities :" and whether such be in the form of 
bells and coral, or silver cup, or state sinecure, will depend. 

Well : Mr Planche tells us that the Crown-Minister's wife, on a certain 

occasion (the christening, that was), much regretted that Lord had 

nothing much worth, at his disposal, just at that time. All the colonelcies 
of regiments were, it seems, filled up ; as were also the Commissionerships 
of Excise. Nor was the Mastership of the Mint, just then vacant. The 
only thing, then she feared, would be to have her little godson "Six- 
Weeks" entered on the pension list as a superannuated general postman ! 
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The oflfer — doubtless on the proverbial grounds — "better a half-loaf than 
no bread" — ^was accepted : and, Mr P. vouches for that pension having 
been paid regularly for 80 years ! 

On the pensioner's Executor at last going to announce his death, and to 
receive the last payment just then due, he asked if they would require "a 
certificate" of the soi-disant postman's death? The reply was a mazer. 

" Oh no. Sir ! I can take your word for it. My father, I know, paid 
this pension as long as he lived ; and since his death /have paid it for 30 
years. I am quite satisfied Mr must be dead by this time ! " 

We do not know what Mr Planche's reflections upon this were. Our 
own were, at least, two : viz. ; that a life of 80 years, only, after super- 
annuation, was a striking testimony to the wearing-down nature of Post 
Office duties ; and proves, conclusively, that the antediluvian patriarchs, 
at any rate, never could have been engaged in any such blood-for-money 
occupation. 



Only imagine, if we can, those immense sums of which we have spoken, 
added to thousands more such, invested for the relief of the unfortunate 
and the aged of our Countrymen when compelled at last to yield in the 
battle of life. 

And yet, with the knowledge of all this, we still dare to look with 
scornful pity upon the humble-minded, broken-hearted, legitimate pauper 
to whom adversity has made necessary the "dole" provided for him by 
law ; after having for well-nigh a life time paid largely to all rates for 
the support of the indigent, himself. But, such is our high standard of 
morality ; such our appraisement of social status ; and such our estimate of 
true honour. 



But though we may hope the day of martial revolution may never dawn, 
that one is probably not so far distant, when the tiers itat shall assert its 
right and power, and make felt its influence, alike in the finding and the 
disbursing of the "ways and means" of the kingdom. If instead of 
180,000 families being owners of considerable freeholds, over and above 
17,000 aristocratic landowners, we now find one-half of England owned 
by some few hundred persons ! while in Scotland, alone, in the hands of 
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12 persons, there are no fewer than 19,000, 5cx) acres ! we may not wonder 
so much, perhaps, at the bent and bias of our legislation during the past 
century, or century and a half. 

And we are now on the very verge of increased taxation. Not, we fear, 
of the skill and industry of the Country in legitimate proportion, as these 
ought to be ; but in unfair measure. We cannot understand, indeed, why 
lands which so far back as 1800, only, yielded a rental of ;f 22,000,000, 
and paid upon that a tax of ;f 2, 030, 200, should in 1870, after they have 
risen in annual value to ;f67,ooo,ooo sterling, be paying a land tax of 
actually less than ;^ 1, 000, 000 ! Rents three times as great as they were ; 
and tax not one-half what it formerly was ! One hundred and twenty 
years ago paying one-fifth of the taxation of the Coimtry ; to-day about 
the one-seventieth part, only. Formerly charged largely, as land ought to 
be, with the ** defence" of the Country : now, out of every 20s., raised by 
the government, paying about 5d. , for that purpose ! 

Surely it needeth no diviner of divinations to tell either what are the 
causes thereof, or what the eventual, if not speedy remedy will be. 



With regard to the highest functionaries of the Anglican Church, neither 
is this the time and place to discuss fully the merits of such a scheme as 
that said to have been contemplated by the sagacious Henry VII., for 
avoiding the encumbrance of the nation with an expensive provision — 
drawn as such generally is from the very vitals of the people — for Royalty's 
younger sons, by training and fitting his second son to be an Archbishop : 
nor yet the correlative question — If archbishops and bishops there must be^ 
with their ;£'io,ooo and ;f 15,000 a year, as the recognised and legitimate 
servants of a Master who was so poor, — whether Seventh Harry's plan 
might not reasonably be entertained ? 

We will only say, here, that we can see no reason why it should not be. 
Surely, if such, in the event of their succession to the throne, would be 
deemed equal to sustain the Very Headship of the Church, as our Kings 
and Queens have been said to do, there is no reason moral, if none physical, 
which could be urged against their discharging some of its subordinate 
functions, under such head I 
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With such an ample "civil list" allowance, at any rate, we have long 
thought it more than time that foreign princes should cease being made 
dependants on, and hanging like mill-stones about the necks of, the 
struggling millions of our poor countrymen, who are taxed to the very eyes 
for pensions and grants and allowances to them in whom they have so 
little part or interest Great people, one would thmk, would have a spirit 
above genteel pauperism ; living at the cost and charge, and by the very 
necessities, of the poor. And this is what we mean, when we say of our 
parliaments — 

Now pleading " balances of power ; ** 

Now subsidizing knavery ; 
They '11 Dane and Croat freedmen dower 

At price of Briton's slavery : 

With chests of florins Kaisers fee. 

And princes Hanoverian ; 
And all the Tecks of Germany 

Refresh at springs Pierian. 

What a lesson on caste does it not read us, that they should be so ready 
with their Thirty thousands dowtiy and Six and Eight thousands a year, for 
princesses* marriage portions, while we could have a hot parliamentary debate, 
as to whether the heroic General Sir Henry Havelock, the hero of Lucknow, 
and one who had sacrificed his very life in the service of his Country, should 
have a pension of one or two thousand a year granted him ! at the very 
moment that his noble head, crowned with laurels that would not have de- 
meaned a coronal, was laid low in the dust, after more than 30 years of 
hard active service ! — the Indian Hero having expired six days after the 
relief of Lucknow. 

Shall we never have more than a solitary P. A. Taylor,* in our British 
House of Commons, to teach our Senators wisdom ? 

* On occasion of the last grant just made to one of our Princes, it is true, the temper 
of the Country has manifested itself, not slightly : while a fuller tone of dissent was 
also sounded within the walls of Parliament. And we are much mistaken if our money- 
giving legislators and pensioning M. P. 'swill not find occasion to regret much further 
experimenting in the same direction. Action and re-action in matters fiscal, as well as in 
those mechanical, may prove to be equal : and our representatives not only be taught 
the stem truth, but be compelled to illustrate it : viz. ; — that if the people can give, they 
have also the right, as assuredly they will have the power, to take aivay again. 
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We have now to glance at a question which must soon become one of the 
" propositions" of the Age : i.e.^ if the world is to see Christ's Kingdom 
come in any thing like the power we are taught to believe it will possess : 
viz. ; — Whether such positions (anomalies, we call them) as bishops in a 
State legislature, and priests upon a Bench of Magistrates, are at all likely 
to advance such kingdom ? — Whether their position is one whit less incon- 
gruous than that of a woman's would be, so placed ; especially on the 
magisterial bench? where-upon, curiously enough we are told, once sat 
Countess Margaret of Richmond, as a Justice of the Peace! 

The simple question is — What have the ministers of God's word, the 
messengers of the Prince of Peace, the servants of Christ, the followers of 
the meek and lowly Jesus, the preachers of the "new commandment" of 
love, of self-denial, of charity, of suffering-for-His-sake, to do with the 
commerce of the World, the balances of Astraea, the triumphs of Conquest, 
or the vials of War? — with the voting of subsidies for death and famine and 
disease to be let loose among the nations ? 

For, the general polity embraces all these, indirectly : and we cannot see, 
for the life of us, why they, above all men, should meddle and defile them- 
selves with such matters. 

Surely, none of the latter, at any rate, can be considered the true ad- 
ministration of the divine legacy — ** Feed My sheep." 

But more still : — What have the humbler of them, our parish priests who 
minister in holy things to the body of God's people to do, any more than a 
delicate -minded woman has, with the coarse and often indecent revelations 
of a Police Court ; which have been knowTi to take the edge off a Justice 
Ralph Dodds,* and a whole armoury of lay magisterial blades, thoroughly 
ground and well-tempered though they be. 

In fact, we much question the possibility of maintaining, with such as- 
sociations and odours, those relations which ought to subsist between the 



* We make this observation as a simple matter-of-fact, in the service of truth ; and with 
the greatest respect for one of the most brusque, perhaps, but most straight-forward, 
honourable, and warm-hearted Magistrates, we believe, that ever sat upon the Bench. 
His fellow-citi2ens have borne the strongest testimony to his worthiness, indeed, by elect- 
ing him, first to the Shrievalty (1849), and twice afterward to the Mayoralty, of New- 
castle-upon-Tyne (1853 and 1865). 
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pastor of a Church and his flock. For, how often is not the delinquent 
shunned, and studiously avoided, by the priest-magistrate who has attainted 
and condemned him? We can scarcely see how it can be otherwise. How 
often have his prospects, his whole future life, been blasted by this false 
position ; even when the errant but repentant one was strong, or seeking 
for strength, in his resolutions of amendment ? 

Whereas, that clergyman's duty — true duty — ^unmistakeably was, after 
the offender had suffered the due penalty of his lapse from virtue, to have 
sought to restore him again to the communion of the Church ; to his mem- 
bership in Christ's body ; ay ! and eventually to his forfeited place in the 
society of his fellow men. 

That would be the true cure of souls ; the binding up of the bruisM ; the 
pouring in of the oil and wine of good Samaritanship. And yet, how fre- 
quently is not the very opposite of all this the case? We believe the 
monstrous evil to be, as it is now in practice, as unavoidable as it is damn- 
able : and if there be not curses, there-upon, long and loud and deep, 
registered and to be answered for in the great balancing of accounts, we 
must credit other than the See of Rome with the plenitude of ** indulgence." 

And what of their Office ? Let any one make us answer. With what 
force, with what consistency, can the prayer — * * forgive us our trespasses, 
as we forgive them that trespass against us " — ^be offered up by a clergyman 
on a Sunday morning, who has on the Saturday, on the morning before 
only, as a magistrate visited with the severest penalties that the legislature 
allowed, some offence, it may be, which good men and true statesmen alike 
will sometimes doubt the righteousness of regarding as crime demanding 
such punishment ? 

We are not contending, as the law now is, that a poacher, for instance, 
violating it should not be punished. That is not the point. We want to 
know what a clergyman has to do with sitting in judgment upon him ? — 
even if such be in the possession of all his faculties ; which surely every 
administrator of justice ought to be; and yet, which we know, some are not. 

We could desire to know what such a clergyman's position would be ? 
What his feelings ? if he were called upon, in his duty as a clergyman, to 
give spiritual consolation to a sick wife, or a dying daughter, prostrated and 
perchance lacking the very sustenance needful for the natural life, in con- 
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sequence of the imprisonment of the husband, or bread-winner ? — ^by the 
very act of which he had made himself the instrument? 

We are waiving altogether the question oi just punishment. That will 
find its solution, presently, in the tidal wave of Reform to come yet ; and 
compared with which that of Fundy*s Bay, even, will be dwarfed into 
insignificance. 

We have only to ask, here : — Does that clergyman believe his spiritual 
ministrations would, in the case presented, be as acceptable, as effectual, so 
consolatory, nay I so consistent as they would otherwise have been ? Let 
every honest heart answer as before God. And what a fearful commentary 
is the whole thing on the professed belief that One human soul is of more 
account than the material dross of a whole World. Do these men believe 
what they preach ? We may be wrong. But this has long been our con- 
viction, that such a state of things must prove one of the greatest of 
hindrances to the advancement of religion, that we can possibly imagine. 
We should have more hope of an atheistic generation, almost, than of one 
so darkly-blinded and living on in the avowed approval of such. 

And oh ! in vivid contrast to such reflections as these, how does one's 
heart warm ; how does one's very soul go out toward the earnest, loving, 
faithful pastor of a people, who, in danger and in sickness, or * * any other 
adversity," takes his place by the couch of suffering, and wrestles with his 
God in prayer for the soul's weal of One, at once assailed by the shrinkings 
of mortality, and the doubts and terrors of the Invisible. And when the 
agony of a wounded spirit, the intensity of mental suffering over that of 
mere physical pain is considered, it is difficult to award him his meet 
desert. Who indeed is worthy of our love and regard and veneration, if 
not he ? 



The subject of the making of bishops ; the political exigences which so 
much affect the ** Apostolic Succession;" and their under-thumb position 
with respect to the State ; we must of necessity leave over for consideration 
in a future publication. There is neither time, nor space for it here. 

We may just remark that the estimation in which their Office — or rather 
their title to^ and the inviolableness of^ their Office — was held even by a 
protestant Queen Elizabeth, will be seen from one of our "Extracts:" 
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while the history of how Lady Yarmouth, the favourite of one of England's 
religious and gracious Georges, affected the true apostolic succession is too 
well known : viz. ; by betting a certain clergyman ;f 5000 that he would be 
made a bishop : he of course becoming one, and paying her the wager ! 

A fine succession that^ truly I as every candid mind must admit. And 
will any one endeavour to convince us that the mere **la3dng on of hands" 
was any adequate coimterpoise to such an iniquity as this ? 

Upon such facts as these, the political element and the temporal power, 
rests our opposition to the present constitution of the Church. 

Regarding the occasional use of God's holy Name, we have only to say 
in reply to some of our true friends^ that, whatever appearances may seem 
to indicate, we do use it with heart-felt reverence ; and, we believe, in the 
interests of truth and justice. Our reverence for His holy Word is no less. 
That isy when we can feel assured that that which is represented as the in- 
terpretation of His Word, is truly so ; but which we fail to do, always^ and 
cannot do in the admittedly wrong and dubious formulae which are so 
frequently pointed out to us, both in the sermons of our best Churchmen, 
and in the writings of our highest ecclesiastical authorities, themselves. 

In this, we take courage and are thankful that we are not hypocrite 
enough to affect to believe, with a blind adhesion to custom and olden time 
creeds and traditions, what in our heart and judgment, and by our faith in 
the inflexible and impartial justice of the Supreme Being, we feel disposed 
to doubt. 

Are we not frequently assured by those to whom we have just made refer- 
ence, that our Holy Books much want revision : good divines and able 
senators alike declaring such necessity, and asserting their right and power 
to make the change ? And who that has studied Bibliology, at all, and the 
history of ** translations," can have any doubt of this necessity ? And why 
should it not be done at once?* — instead of the ever-recurring, unseemly, 
faith-submining course now pursued in our pulpits, of explaining away, or 
giving an interpretation so widely different from the sense commonly under- 
stood, as to be well-nigh the very opposite. 

* This was written long before the present-time " revision** had been resolved upon. 
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Hear what a writer in the Spectator says on this important subject : — 
We suspect that what Lord S is really afraid of, is the commercial 
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loss involved in the partial superannuation of so many Bibles,, with which 
some folks would begin to be dissatisfied. It would be very inconvenient 
perhaps to have amendments moved in the Bible Society proposing that in 
future they should order the newly-revised version ; the cost of which per 
Bible might be somewhat increased. 

These are the substantial considerations, we imagine, which induce the 

Earl of S to apologize for error, and for an amount of obscurity which 

makes one-tenth part of the Bible, at least, a mere riddle to ordinary people. 
A great capital has been sunk in Bibles : the capitalists must be consulted 
before reverence to the Divine Speaker can be attended to. HIS meaning 
is nothing like so important as the convenience of the Society got up to 
publish His meaning. 

What though most of the minor prophets and much of the greater pro- 
phets in the present translation be mere enigma ? The production of fifty 
million copies of such enigma creates a vested interest which makes it a 
grave question whether you can supersede them in spite of any claims of 
divine right. 

Our Evangelists worship an idol called Authorized Version, which claims 
indeed to represent God ; but which has so many independent interests of 
its own, that even where it is proved to misrepresent or obscure Him, it is 
strongly supported against any proposal to perfect it further. " 



Without endorsing all that is here said, we still cannot but recognize in 
this, the feeling which every candid reflecting mind must have, tliat a re- 
vision is loudly called for, in behalf of those who lack both the education 
and the time needful to trace through the obscurities in which much of our 
religious reading is involved. How often has not the good divine, the 
true Christian preacher, himself, been told that his teachings cannot be 
justified, because the Hebraic scholar, the reader **in the original," has 
otherwise determined? 



And having held those views so long, how much did it rejoice us, only a 
few weeks ago, to have our conscientious opinions justified by the dignified 
sentiments — fearless as dignified — of Dr Henry Alford, the Dean of Canter- 
bury ; one of the greatest bulwarks of the Church. We will quote him, 
presently. [Vide "Good Words ;" January, 1870.) 
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And how much more our occasion for rejoicmg, that in the face of moral 
pressure of no light d^ree, if not "high-pressure," we had resolutely again 
and again refused to petition against such revision, as well as against the 
discamation of the Established Church. 



Anent Canterbury's Dean : If ever there has been a true, broad, Chris- 
tian spirit in the World since the days of St Paul, we believe such spirit 
surely animates the Very Reverend Dr Alford. And what is his testimony, 
in opposition to the narrow minds if not meagre intellects of some of our 
tremulant, though imperious divines ? And how does he dispose of that 
pseudo, because entire and blind, reliance upon the early Fathers and tra- 
ditions of the Church, which has so long proved a bugbear to it ? 

" Surely," his Reverence says, ** it is not an attitude befitting one ready 
to be taught of God, to be timidly shrinking from the possible results of 
scientific inquiry ; and evermore crying out that the Scriptures are in 
danger. Who believes the Bible less, because * Sun, stand thou still :* 
cannot be literally understood ? Do we think that we have so completely 
mastered the sense of Scripture, we who know it only at a distance of nearly 
a score of centuries, and in a language different from its original one, that 
we have nothing more to learn about its interpretation ? Do we suppose 
that the Holy Spirit who taught mankind of Old, is teaching them nothing 
now ? Because both of these presumptions seem to be involved in what 
some of our teachers are now telling us." 

And again he says : — * * Truth can take care of itself without me. Science 
properly so called, and Scripture properly understood, are perfectly safe to- 
gether. You cannot crush out truth — you cannot forbid research. These 
will go on as earnestly and as fruitfiiUy as they do now : and if you pro- 
claim them, what they do not proclaim themselves, hostile to Christianity ; 
if you make an enemy of that which ought to be one of your chief friends, 
you will find the advance of scientific discovery too strong for a merely 
artificial and conventional religion." 

Once more : — " Every Christian Englishman values the Version put forth 
two hundred and sixty-eight years ago, as he values few other things ; is 
jealous of having it touched ; has its phrases familiar as household words. 
Yet every scholar who regards truth rather than popularity is constrained 
to confess that this Version, excellent as it is, does not now within many 



Hi 



PROEM, 



degrees represent what we know of the text and the meaning of Holy Scrip- 
ture. And if we are conscious that we are reading in our churches, and are 
sending forth to our people, an inaccurate representation of the Revelation 
of God to man, then it is our bounden duty to correct that inaccuracy, let 
the results be great or small. " 

And what a startling testimony does this honest Churchman bear to the 
weak faith and ignoble fears of some, who from their very office ought ever 
to be the vanguard of the Truth ! "Twenty-seven years ago," he adds, 
" when I first conceived the idea of editing the Greek text of the New 
Testament, I received from a dear and valued friend a piece of advice which 
I cannot forget. It was this : — * Do not point out difficulties ; pass them 
over and ignore them ; it is not the time to be directing attention to them.* 
My answer was, I can consent to no such procedure. As every difficulty 
arises, I will state nothing but the plain truth : for I am persuaded that the 
cause of Christ never has been and never can be served by any concealment 
or warping of truth, nor by any equivocation or reservation whatsoever." 



Noble Dean I Let all men honour thee for thy brave heart and excellent 
Christianity. What an anti-Jesuitical profession of faith was this last ! 
And what a Church we should have were all imbued with thy spirit ; which 
dares, even now, in an Age when one section of it affects to claim such a 
superiority, alike in doctrine and in formularies, to utter such an ungar- 
nished truth as the following — **I have absolutely no right to judge my 
neighbour in the matter of doctrine. I regard some point as essential : as 
lying at the very root of my Christianity. I cannot modify my conviction. 
But my neighbour thinks different. He thinks that my cherished tenet de- 
stroys Christianity altogether. Now, I could not be as he is : to me it would 
be death to faith and hope. And he could not be as I am, for a like reason. 
I have then no right to require of a member of any other religious body 
that he should conform to a particular mode of fulfilling our Lord's com- 
mand, or should view it as I do. What the Lord ordained, that binds 
every Christian man, and nothing else : and we have the same power of in- 
terpreting His words now, as those had who immediately followed the 
Apostolic times. Therefore, though we may not approve of the interpre- 
tation of a fellow Christian, if he call Christ Lord and be found in His 
ways, we have no right to unchurch and depreciate him, even though he 
hold not the command as pointing to any ordinance at all." 

Grand Apostle ! we repeat. Let all men honour thee. 
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Regarding our few extract lines on Creation, &c., we must refer those 
who may. diflfer from us — can there be many such, now-a-days? — to the 
Very Reverend Dean Alford, on ** Conscience;," and to that noble Chris- 
tian Professor, Dr Hitchcock, on " Revelation illustrated by Science." 



We have no hesitation in affirming this — that we believe the WORKS of 
God to be a revelation of Himself : at once of His Wisdom, Power, and 
Goodness. And when He spealcs to us clearly in these, demanding the 
acquiescence of that reason and judgment which He has given v&for the very 
purpose of assenting A?, and lauding Him in them ; then, we are bold to 
assert that were an Angel to appear to us with a revelation of words, direct^ 
nnich less with an ixrterpretation of the same, only, and mystified by the 
lapse of Ages, or marred by the infirmities of weak and fallible men ; and, 
in a literal sense^ absolutely inconcordant with His Natural Revelation ; 
thenj we nrast uodiesitatingly accept the evidence of HIS WORKS. 

These are the grand revelation of the Deity, we believe ; though with- 
out one thought, at the same time, of either denying or disregarding the 
revelation of HIS WILL. 

Certainly, it is true, as Wesley wrote in his beautiful hymn, that 

'* God moves in a mysterious way. 
His wonders to perform : " 

Yet cannot we be too careful not to wrest either tradition or ancient records 
to suit otir own early-instilled, preconceived, or it may be altogether-crude 
ideas of Heaven^s plans and purposes. As one of our living Savants puts 
it : — ** When probable solutions, ccmsistent with the ordinary course of 
nature, can be found, we must not invoke an abnormal act of Creative 
Power." 

This postulate applied to the subject of Creation, and the seven-leagued 
strides which Science has taken for the last 300 years, together, ought to 
draw the very last fang from the Cobra jaw of dogmatism. 

Our imwavering faith is, that science and revelation never have run, 
and never can run, counter to each other. Man's knowledge of the one may 
be imperfect, or his interpretation of the other, wrong ; as indeed both 
philosophers and theologians have so often proved by their differences : but 
that must be charged to the account of finite apprehension. 



They are doubtless all-while in perfect harmony, as truth must ever be 
with truth : and our own feeble limited powers alone they are, which seem 
to make them jarring and out of tune. 



Be this ever our Prayer — 

O Thou, who art of Nature God, 

EVn as Thou art of Grace, 
In both. Thy wisdom, power, and love. 

Give us Thine aid to trace. 



Sir Thomas Browne very beautifully observes — ** There are two books 
from whence I collect my divinity. Besides that written one of God, an- 
other of his servant Nature ; that universal and public manuscript that lies 
expanded unto the eyes of all. Those who never saw HIM in the one have 
discovered HIM in the other," 



That the term "weakling ones" used in discussing one ** article of 
faith," and to those who endorse that view of it which we caxmot but think 
far from right, is too strong a one, we cannot see. We believe in the rite 
of baptism ; that it is aij obligation imposed and binding upon us. But we 
do not believe in its being essential to salvation in the case of infants. 

Some do hold and preach this. It is of no use their trying to qualify or 
lessen the harshness of their doctrine, by explaining away; by refined sub- 
tleties ; or by an ambiguity of words. It is as logical an inference as 
any Whewell, or Whately, or other inductive science philosopher among 
them could draw from their words — ** that a child bom into the world, and 
under-going the rite of baptism, is thereby freed from that taint of original 
sin which made it obnoxious to divine justice ; " — that the converse pro- 
position cannot be other than this — " that the child dying, without such rite 
being performed, must be obnoxious still. " And we all know what that 
means. They must accept the alternative, however ; or have a prick from 
this horn of the dilemma : — If they do not so declare the child to have died 
in a state of obnoxiousness, the consequence of original sin, then^ there must 
have been some other means of purification ; some other medium of reconcile- 
ment to God. But, ifsoy then infant baptism can not be essential to salvation. 
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We believe in the rite, nevertheless, as necessary for every member of the 
Christian Church ; though not in this essentiality. '* The blood of Jesus 
Christ cleanseth from all sin ; " and, of course, original included. 

The other is in our eyes one of the most horrible doctrines that can be 
propagated ; making a righteous God to be less just, not to say less merciful^ 
than the poor, weak, finite creature whom He has made ! — making Him, 
indeed, a very Moloch in relation to our poor little harmless ones. 

When we use the epithet "weakling ones," therefore, to those professing 
such a creed, it is surely the less to be objected to ; for, if we credited them 
with full powers of mind, we must have substituted some term less palatable 
still, we fear. We simply believe, then, God to be dishonoured by such a 
scheme of religion — a system of award and punishment that man holds to 
be iniquitous in man ; and which would be a disgrace to any Judicial Court 
upon Earth. And we hope to die in the full assurance of those attributes 
with which we think it to be absolutely incompatible. 

Vide Extract from Telescopic Musings. 



What a stain is it not upon the Clerical profession ! What a **blot" in 
the Churchman's gammon \ What a caricature of the loving large-hearted - 
ness and all-embracing charity of the Founder of their faith I is the refusal 
of a minister to give Christian burial to a poor helpless unoffending babe, 
because over it the waters of the font had not been poured : leaving it to be 
huddled out of sight as they would have buried some hound or terrier 
bitch's pup. 

We could devoutly wish to God, that .His Grace of Canterbury were only 
as sure of Heaven. 

It is no justification to plead that the Church or the Rubric ordains they 
shall so act They ought at once, then, to move for such Church's reform. 
And so long as they do not this, they are answerable for it, as for their own 
act and deed. 

We have our doubts — ^grave doubts — as to the righteousness of refusing 
Christian burial to the poor broken-hearted suicide, even. They assume a 
mighty deal, in doing so. For, if the one last mortal act of a man's life, 
simply because that is of the nature of a grievous sin — ^the sin of a poor 
victim, it may be, of some scoundrel Fitz-Osbome or Grantmesnil who had 
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We are glad to refer, but once more, to the sentiments of Dean Alford. 
He says — "It is a charge *of want of unity,' in fact, which I have to 
make against the Christianity of the day. I venture to say there has been 
immense confusion in understanding this term. Unity. As long as any 
outward uniformity \& retained as its condition, it is misunderstood. We 
have made some advance — for we do not any longer require of men that 
they should conform to one ritual in order to qualify for serving the State ; 
. — ^but we have much more to make ; for we have not ceased to assert the 
universal obligation of one ritual ; we have not ceased to look with dis- 
favour on those who refuse to conform to it." He then adds — ** More and 
more sjrmptoms are every year coming to the surface, that a time is pre- 
paring, when the many Christian bodies of England will consciously 
constitute one Church : not by growing uniformity, but by the bringing 
out of their essential unity in the midst of manifold variety." * 

With regard to our aristocratic places of worship, and the classification 
of rich and poor in the House of God, is it possible that the strictures in 
our ''Extract from Telescopic Musings" need any defence? We fancy 
not. What says St James? — "If there come unto your assembly a man 
with a gold ring, in goodly apparel, and there come in also a poor man in 
vile raiment ; And ye have respect unto him that weareth the gay clothing, 
and say unto him, Sit thou there in a good place ;. and to the poor man, 
Stand thou there, or sit here under my footstool : Are ye not then partial 
in yourselves, and are become judges of evil thoughts ? " And what further 
says he to such? — "My brethren have not the faith of our Lord Jesus 
Christ, witli respect of persons." 

Judge, then, whether in the short "extract" from our Telescopic Musings 
on the subject, we have said one word opposed to truth; but the very 
reverse : whether our several grades of society, in despite if not in defiance 
of God's assurance that HE is no respecter of persons, but that all are 
equal in HIS sight, are not yet classified with a nicety and a discrimination 
that would put the great Linnaeus, himself, to the blush. 

What ! when we have seen our noblemen and families, in their velvet- 
seated "stalls," waited upon by hired, servant,t and served with this and 

* Since we copied the foregoing paragraph this noble champion of the Cross, Dean 
Henry Alford, has died. Sacred be his Memory to the Catholic Church. 

t It is now some time since we have seen the regiilar departure of servants from the 
House of God, in the midst of the service^ to prepare carriage and horses for the trans- 
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that and the other requisite for aristocratic divine worship ; more like a 
preparation for a sort of Drawing-Room reception of the Deity, than what 
they would presently confess themselves to be — ^beggars, poor, miserable, 
blind, and naked b^^gars at a throne of grace : daring themselves, actually, 
to receive in impious presumption the homage of bended knees from their 
dependants, as they passed them to their seats :* in the very presence of 
Him, compared with whom Earth's proudest dignitary is but a grasshopper : 
WHO has declared the highest and the best of them to be but the offspring 
of Corruption ; who must presently say to the very reptiles of the grave — 
** Thou art my mother and my sister." 

And yet, this withal, we are great in Hindoo missions ; prate of idol 
worship ; mock at Israel prostrate *fore their calf ; and laugh to scorn the 
priests of Baal ; while in our own archives are recorded the vilest acts of 
sycophancy, leagued with insolence to Heaven. 

We spoke of the dependants of Our Noblemen, at one time, bending the 
knee in homage to their Lord and Lady in God's own House and Presence, 
as they passed them to their seats. But it is said, that once upon a time a 
Royal Duchess attended service, there ; when the whole congregation, 
nearly, after having on bended knee entered into communion with their 
God, upon the Duchess's later entrance actually rose up en masse, and 
shook their dimity skirts and elongated swallow-tails in humble recognition 
of the royal furbelows I and did not sit down again, though, until she first 
had taken her seat ! And thus, between Father, Son, and Holy Ghost, 
and Her, dividing the praise and glory and laud and honour. 

We shudder at the practical idolatry of that act. And why wonder 
we, that one-time, 2500 years by-gone, upon Dura's plain in the province 
of Babylon, men should have paid worship, not to a god of dull clay, but 
to an image of gold ! a god auriferous and of towering majesty ; threescore 
cubits high I — ^what wonder was it, with their very souls melted within 
them at the mingling sounds of comet and flute, of harp and sackbut, and 
psaltery and all kinds of music ; and with the ordeal or death by fiery 

portation of our grandees thence to their homes. It used to be a matter of some wonder 
to us, why the homilies of the Church should have possessed no vital interest for men in 
plush breeches and three-cornered cocked hats. 

* We have been informed that the present Duchess of Northumberland has interdicted 
any recognition of her upon her entrance to Church. And it redounds greatly to her 
honour to have done so. 
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furnace in terrorem over them — what wonder that people and nations and 
languages should have prostrated themselves before the unage which the 
King had set up ; when, in these days, and in the fuU blaze of Christianity, 
we find people ready, in impious mockery of heaven, and with a practical 
idolatry, as we have said, to bend those knees to a petty temporal power, 
wluch yet stand stiff and inflexible at the Name of Jesus ? 

All honour, howbeit, let us accord to one of our noble-hearted authorities, 
who, we are informed, most decidedly refused to request his servants to 
keep their seats in Church, until first the Lord of the Manor had got him 
out of doors ! Inconceivable arrogance, on the one hand : manly unosten- 
tatious maintenance of right, on the other. Is it not written—** Honoured 
shall they be who bow not down to Rimmon " ? 

But, we find some of our gentry not only asserting all their rights of 
social precedence and position, in God's House ; not only refusing a poorer 
brother a seat in the same pew with them — as though one dish of crockery, 
in the same closet with a service of Sevres were sufficient to crack the 
reputation of the whole set ; — ^not only refusing him a seat in the same pew 
with them, but actually compelling him to come out i when by chance one 
does get there ; and marching him of!^ poor soul 1 to find his ** communion 
with the saints" elsewhere. 

Others, again, we have known to go and pray alone, by the stony saints 
at foot of bell-tower stair, rather than hold pew-fellowship with any one 
having a taglet less to their golden hoop than they, themselves. 



"We pass by, for the present, all notice of preference of ** Order," in 
some of the ordinances, at some places ; and the absolute change of service 
to suit **lay" taste, of high rank, at others. If, after duly considering 
what we have written, oar strictures seem to any one unnecessary, then we 
can only tell such, that we consider we have but touched the superficies, as 
yet, of that immense stratum of cursed pride which we see ever and again 
uphoven as a Baal for worship, in the very temple of God, Himself; and 
which taints our chiefest service as with a moral leprosy. 



If our strictures on the vile act of Jael, who murdered in cold blood the 
defeated, defenceless, wearied warrior who had placed himself under her 
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proffered protection, — fiend, in woman form ! — and those, also, on the 
tendency of having read certain portions of Mosaic history, periodically, in 
the ears of a mixed congregation of the sexes, — if these be tabooed, we 
must patiently abide such opinion until we can fully develop our argument 
in a full edition of 

**OuR Telescopic Musings." 

We will then undertake to show that the plea of being "written for our 
learning" will in nowise justify the open and periodic rehearsal of certain 
lessons, in a mixed congregation ; however valuable the same may be for 
closet instruction, or study. 

On the subject of Colenso and the bishops, we had purposed saying a few 
words ; as well as on the legitimate elements of satire. We must forbear, 
however, owing to the great length of our proem : merely premising, if it 
be necessary to do so, that we do not side with Colenso : while expressing 
a hope, that in the treatment of some of our subjects, however weak any 
of our attempts at satirizing may be, no more reprehensible object or 
intent will be imputed to us. 

If we have, in any matter, seriously and to any extent erred ; if made 
known to us, we shall be glad to acknowledge it ; although unintentionally 
we have done so. 

In this Work, no doubt the classic scholar and the naturalist, both, will 
detect grave faults : and the most that we can hope is that the Volume, as 
a whoUf may not prove greatly disappointing. 



HENRY VERNON. 
Alnwick. 



APPENDIX! ADVERTISEMENT. 



Will be published, shortly, a Pamphlet entitled 
" AT THE BAR OF PUBLIC OPINION." 

Being an Inquest on Ducal "code of honour," and Chief Commissioner- 
ship ** credentials." In this, certain actions will have to be submitted to 
the "test crucial;" [the notoriousness of which, it would be a high mis- 
demeanour to have burked :'\ and a public jury asked to "well and truly 
try, and true deliverance make," in the case brought before them. 

It is an admitted fact, wp believe, that a straw will indicate the direction 
of the wind as certainly as any gilded chanticleer, steeple-mounted, has 
ever done since the creation of cocks. And no less so, we presume, that 
as certain dull discolorations and flaccid concavities on the rind of a 
Keswick codling are sure evidence of rottenness within, so will we find, 
that the true though it may be hidden governing principle of a man's life 
may be fairly adjudged by those blotches which appear upon the surface 
of it. 

And we will not depend upon a solitary pimple — upon a single case. 
As a Judge demands of his Clerk-of- Arraigns, whether anjrthing has been 
previously known against a prisoner at the bar ? — so will it be necessary for 
us to say something of other matters-of-fact, also, as corroborative of high- 
handed wrong, from which we individually^ and in us, we will maintain, 
the Public as a body^ have suffered. 

And, of course, with the same object in view. 

{Vide our argument in Proem.) 

Unfolded, there will be a remarkable roll of correspondence, and a 
searchii%, exhaustive analysis of the same. Problem for solution — " What 
really constitutes a lie? and what, in certain cases, should be its brand?" — 
Together with the anatomy or dissection — and we shall use the scalpel, 
fearlessly as freely — of the celebrated, Isaac Milbum-challenging Dr G. Y. 
Heath; and his "Opinion:* laying bare the same for public valuation, 
from two points of view — surgical and logical. 
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Shakspeare's Dogberry says to somebody — **God hath blessed you with 
a good name, Sir : to be a well-favoured man is the gift of fortune : to 
write and read comes by nature." — but he does not say, we believe, how 
an honest man is manufactured. And, although he did inquire most 
seriously of the Watch — **Who, they thought, was the most desartless 
man?" for the office of a constable, or agent of some kind, it is quite 
within the bounds of possibility that they might not make choice of **a 
senseless and fit person" for the Office, after all. 

We shall find our parallels, all in good time. 



To the panel also will be submitted — as an interlude — the Contra- 
Model of England's greatness: — "mighty body, little soul." And 
the mock-Roman justice and Welsh **pravery" of a modem Fluellen : — 
"The perdition of th' athversary hath been very reasonable great. Very 
goot. Certainly it is not a thing to rejoice at : for if, look you, he were 
my brother, I would desire the Duke to use his goot pleasure, and put him 
to executions ; for disciplines ought to be used." 

"'Sblud ! an arrant traitor, as any in the universal *orld, or in Fxaooe, 
or in England." 



NOTICE : All further orders for the Second Thousand Edition of this 
Work (yj. dd.y extra bounds fine toned paper, ^c, &^c, ; ^s. plain copies), 
addressed direct {with remittances made payable to H. Vernon) to i^ 
Narrowgate Street, Alnwick, Northumberland, will be promptly attended to. 

Any number of copies can be had, also, through Booksellers. 
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IMPRIMIS. 
To OUR Twelve Hundred Subscribers. 

"M-Y F-R-I-E-N-D-S," — 

Some drawling, droning Sheepshanks had begun, 
"A-du-ty-and-a-plea-sure-'t-is-to-thank-ye." — 
" Niagara drippings ! Bunker's Hill ! Bull's Run !" 
Had been the expletives of a full-blown Yankee. 

" Pro-di-gi-ous !" a Dominie Sampson's jaws. 
Full swing, had opened with delight ecstatic. — 
" Das schmeckt !" at tail of fifty Mynheer " yaws !" 
High-Dutchman's satisfaction marked, emphatic. 

But is it, per force, we open mouth to tell 
How much we feel your kindness, approbative ? 
Well ! 'tis n't nice to " come out of one's shell ;" — 
You know it isn't — even for " a native." 

S^much we've found, at least, these six months past 
One friend so restive got at our preparative, 
That, zounds ! he got to lecturing us at last. 
And in a " mood" not far from the " imperative." 
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" Stand up !" says he, " and make a courtly bow 
None of your lachrymose * Ah, me ! Alacks I'" 
We couldn't do it ; and we cannot now ; 
So, if you please, we'll do't behind your backs. 

Permit us, then, our legion kihd subscribers. 
Some dozen or two of words to you to say ; 
Not as a man that 's bribed would to his bribers : 
Though, in this instance, we've accepted " pay." 

We wish to thank you for our great success ; 
The which rejoice we at, in proper spirit 
We haven't any doubt 'tis more, not Uss^ 
Than what our metric lucubrations merit. 



Your " list" embraces every degree, 

From next to royalty to vulgar fluxions : 

Some poor — but oh, so good . — some two or three. 

That, in their case, we volunteered reductions. 

The muster-roll's a grand one, you'll confess : 
Scarce absent one whose name we did solicit : 
Claiming our gratitude ; yet none the less 
Just ground for honourable pride — that is it. 

True, some are not there found ; — ^for reasons good 
Not that of names we've got sufficit quantum : 
If not set forth they're no less understood ; — 
We never asked them, and we do not want 'em. 



Pish ! What of Wealth, or Name, or Rank-on-stilt ; 

If, 'stead of " juncates" these all prove but " squabbies ?'** 

Give us good gingerbread without the gilt; 

And keep the leaf for " long-roll" and " Yule-babbies." 

What's seven-and-six ? Or ten times sum of that ? 
If with " bar-sinister" 'twould cross our " shield." 
A crownfed King we'd take a scunner at, 
If principle to power required to yield. 

^Vhat ! are we jich, then ? NO 1 we're poor as Job : 
Yet, were we poorer than, and more forlorn, 
We'd stand the pillory, first ; have split each lobe ; 
Ere Gold and its belongings we'd suborn. 

But, with what pride some^ name placed there have we ; 
Suffrage of honour, only to receive it : 
Which thousand-fold exceeds all L. S. D. 
Equivalents : — ^you may, or not, believe it 



If any think, for WISDOM we've set up. 
Like Solomon, — they're grievously mistaken ! 
Off TENNYSON we cannot bid them sup ; 
Nor promise them a rasher, ev'n, of BACON. 

* Pies, vulgarly so-called ; of a strange heterogeneous mixture and indescrib- 
able savour ; and which the " highest seasoning" often barely renders tolerable. 

t Thai is, many a name. 
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If we are poor, we'll ape no rich man's table ; 
Though what we have, right willing we're to share. 
Then, don't imagine we forget the fable : 
Kfrog can never buWs proportions bear. 

Much learning from a graduate none '11 expect, 
Whom Dominie weaned at twelve, or little more. 
Years are required, with " capital '"s intellect. 
To work the deep rich mines of classic lore. 

Ev'n cramming hard at University 

Will never make a jackass a girafife : 

The calf that sucked two cows was foimd to be 

Only^ on that account, the greater calf. 

Few pictures of our mind's eye — ^but a few. 
Are all that we profess to you to show. 
If questioned — " Whether we suppose they'll do 
For Royal Academy?" — we answer, " NO !" 

'Tis not the lot of every country bumpkin, 
With Reynolds' or a Landseer's power to sketch : 
But, if our subject has been but a pumpkin. 
We've still from Nature's model tried to etch. 

We have a sort of prescience — ^more than guess — 
That to please all tastes will not be our luck : 
Yet, cynic snarlings will afifect us less 
Than pouring water down the back of duck.* 

* Robert Bums — a star with whom we do not presume to rise even in the same 
hemisphere — once wrote: — " I have too much pride for servility, and too little 
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An epicure will, wholesale^ d — ^n his dinner, 
'Cause under-done, or over-done, 's some part : 
Though cook, he knew, was but a raw beginner, 
A novice Soyer in the cuisine art. 

Don't treat US so. There's many a dish and platter : 
We've served you up variety, at least : 
If men of Si-no-pe stand oflf — ^what matter ! 
Diogenes would starve at Royal feast. 

Tact, is the thing we lack the most, belike : 
.To invent grand names ; in fabled meres to troll : 
To call a man entire, for instance, "pike;" 
And then serve up a fin of him as " sole." 

Name ! Why 'tis everything on earth, but fame ! 
What nonsense Shakspeare talks about a rose's ! 
How can 't smell sweet by any other namCy — 
If something folk won't have come nigh their noses ? 



prudence for selfishness. I would not be beholden to favours that would crucify 
my feetings. Having the advice of some very judicious friends among the 
literati^ I sometimes find it yet necessary to claim the privilege of thinking for 
myself.** 

And Dr Blair, in correspondence with him, says : — ** No man can be a true 
poet without being also somewhat of a philosopher. He miist lay his account, 
that he who exposes himself to public observation, will meet with the attacks of 
illiberal censure, which it is always best to overlook and despise." Surely, if 
such Gullivers of genius and literature could so determine, well may a Lilliputian 
like myself rengnedly submit lumself to the Fates. 



\ 
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Name ! ! Just one drop Lord Mayor's paunch let try, 
— The smallest— of Ambrosia immortal ; 
And his " whole pack" of aldermen, " full-cry," 
Will gulp your mock down, as 'twere real turtle. 

On what's called " of intrinsic worth" the ground, 
'Bove all things, we're determined not to quarrel : 
Ev'n "Bass and Trade Mark," both, we've sometimes 

found 
Measure two gallons short of the full barrel. 

If one man tells us plainly — " You 're a fool !" 
Of course, our bounden duty 's to believe him. 
Another says — " You 're clever !" by same rule 
We're bound in honour not to undeceive him. 

All opposition 's bad, in practice found ; 
WhethCT to lightning oflfered, or to man : 
'Tis best to bring both quietly " to ground ;" 
Then nail 'em there .-—of course, that 's if you can. 

The plan seems good ; and we'd fain try it, though 
A kind of " patent-right" for long it's been : 
That " habit" takes, with some, long time to grow; — 
The wearing other people^ s clothes, we mean. 

Doubtless, the element of self-interest's seen 

In this Our Work, as in most other things : 

And, like card-makers, we obliged have been 

" To make our pack" with Knaves as well as Kings. 
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But, who would find a fault with us for that. 
Must, in his adumbrations, be far gone : 
The most that we can say is — " If the hat 
Don't fit him, why ! he needn't put it on." 

As we opine : Man's duty 's first to God ; 
Next to himself j and thirdly to his neighbour : 
And he 's an arrant ass, and wants the rod, 
Who wouldn't reap the fiiiits of his own labour. 

Hence is it, we've to market brought our wares. 
Prepared to vend them to the best advantage : 
And they who affirm our policy's not theirs^ 
Must of their brains have lost no small percentage. 

'Tis Ours, the same as every merchant's duty, 
To make his nickel shine like silver plate : 
And no fish-wife, from Stoir to Auchtermuchty, 
Would profit find in crying — " stinking skate !" 

Our " varying" Muse, like horologe, no doubt, 
Will need occasionally to be " rated :" , 
Yet hope we, often as they " pull us out," 
Our friends will find us fairly " regulated." 

We know that much is trifle ; bom of time 
When judgment was as yet unformed, and weak : 
Nay ! ere of years we'd heard the twentieth chime, 
Or one poor hair had bristled on our cheek. 
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Sans doute, some critic will turn up his snub : 
Well, if he's not un-sex'd with fell hysteria ! 
Whilst catalogue-ing us some Phocian grub, 
Who 'd never once set eyes on Mount Pieria. 

"What !" he *11 exclaim, with nose-exalted scorn ; 

" One-half is physic ! father milk-and-water *s I 

The snob ! to fancy he was ever bom 

Of the same pith as Nymph Mne-mos'-y-ne's daughters ! " 

Hold hard ! Sir Critic ; troubled are thy bowels : 
Hysterics are of this the outward sign : 
We '11 first relieve thee with hot bran in towels, 
And then expound our kinship to "M^ NINE,^^ 

V faith ! good man, we never once did dream — 
Or, certes, if we did we did n*t know it — 
That we, of Ammon's* hurdies, were the cream ! 
But just some fufif o' Jamie Caimcrosst poet ! 



* Ammon : an ^Ethiopian deity, regarded by the Greeks as identical with 
Jupiter ; who begat, of the nymph Mnemosyne, the Nine Muses. These are 
sometimes also called PiSrides : from Mount Pi^rius, in Thrace. 

t Jamie Caimcross : a wlulom Alnwick poet ; from before whom the almost 
insuperable difficulties of rhyme vanished like mists before the rising sun. Let a 
single verse of his " Guy Fawkes' Plot" bear witness : — 

" Once on a time the papishes 
In council did conspire 
To kill the King and parliament 
With gun-de-pow-de-ire."* 

* Gunpowder, of course. 
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Just as the common Sun its heat and light 
Into all meaner things on Earth infuses ; 
And gives them of its nature, warm and bright, — 
Such, only, our relation to the Muses. 

We've read, admired them, — ^loved, we almost said : 
Some of their treasures hoarded like a miser : 
And yet^ we may be, after all weVe read. 
As you may, after us^ not much the wiser. 

'Tis truth ! we'd no great yearning. Goodness knows ! 

As yet to see our name in wholesale print : 

But, Sirs ! we couldn't brew a dish o' brose. 

But frem't an' frien' maun shove their horn spoon in't. 

There now ! As custom was in barbarous ages, 
Ye have our very heart drawn out, d'ye see : 
And if deceived ye are in following pages. 
Roast it / — as those of traitors used to be. 



This candour we may boast, at any rate : 
If any had we, we have shown our plan ; 
And handed you, as if upon a plate. 
The " ofiferings," alike, of boy and man. 

If we are combative, Phrenologists 

Will tell you — " *t is the bumps ! he cannot help it !" 

Take pedigree ; and mark ! — ^in all its lists — 

If, by a " bull" dog, " spaniel" e'er was whelpit. 



lO 
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So much of apology. Alack-a-day ! 

If with our candour some are not well pleased : 

There 's but one remedy — auto da i6 — 

And hearts and book-shelves will, at once, be eased. 

Our " Vessel," then, as some one somewhere says, 

We launch upon the sea of " public notion :" 

And if she strand not, nor untackle stays, 

Why ! then she'll float, e'en though she make no motion. 

But one word more, of half-Pindaric spice ; 

Or with a dash of chutney — ^like Josh Billings : 

If grumbles any person at our price, — 

" Tis cheap as dirt," just tell him, " at five shillings :"- 

And thereby oblige. 
Yours respectfully and obediently. 



THE AUTHOR. 
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II 



IN MEMORIAM. 



R- 



-, OF Alnwick; 



DIED JANUARY 1 7, 1870 : IN HIS TWENTY-FOURTH YEAR. 

Written from the Testimony of his Companions in Life, 



That "they whom the gods love die young** is a trite saying, and one with 
too much truth in it, to our mind, we are often tempted to think : Whilst it is 
far from being a matter of wonder that one just verging on the estate of manhood, 
and the possessor of an equable, gentle, retiring, yet kindly disposition, should, 
in the too evidently-near presence of death, become the a/fnosi-ido/ of Aloying, 
sorrowing, home circle. Nay I it is scarcely exaggeration to say that the very 
bitterness of death must have overflowed their own cup, whose lot, in a mysterious 
Providence, it has been to part with such. 

The converse of this, indeed, would be the wonder. 

And when we find, over and above all, even amongst his companions in the 
chequered and often traverse paths of youth ; among his very rivals in the affec- 
tions of the heart ; that such a one had not only his friendship reciprocated, but 
returned to him with a hundredfold of interest ; then may we feel assured that 
such a friendship was a jewel to be worn with pride by all who were so fortimate 
as to possess it. 

A mother's joy. He who, from infancy. 
Her hope and present comfort was. To us 
The magnet, touch-stone, of our boyhood's life. 

Gone ! Parted from her sight, as some fair dream 

Evanishes at waking time ; when the flow-tide 

Of morning's light breaks on the dual brain, 

Waking it up to stem reahties ; 

And all those fairy caverns of the soul 

Which the low ebb of night and rest had left 

It free to explore ; with strange, weird, wondrous things, 
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The waifs and strays of this and other worlds, 
Are for a season, with their phantom wiles, 
All swallowed up in the unfathomed depths 
Of life's real troubles. 

Gone ! she scarcely knows 
Or why or how ; leaving a mingled train 
Of blissful memories interchanging still 
With rueful heart-break, and the aching void 
Which one rude shaking of the glass of Time 
Has burthen'd her withal : — ^recalling still 
The sweet delights of her first motherhood. 
When, beauteous as some flower which had in hers. 
As in the womb of Winter, long been hid. 
Her babe stole forth to gladden her fond heart : 
— ^And, drinking in its breath as odorous 
As early violets in spring-time yield. 
Blessed the good God who in his Providence 
Had with so great a treasure her enriched. 

Oh ! what a change one brief, sad hour should bring 
In this, her first awakening to her loss ! 



The spirit, like a bow too long tight strung. 

Loses its elasticity, or breaks. 

The eye, opaque and undiaphanous. 

Hates the bright glare of Heav'n, that tells of day 

Revealing naught of light's beatitudes. 
All gathered are her violets ; and as — 
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Our florists tell us so, and we believe — 
These pall, so gathered^ on the natural sense. 
Shedding their death-faint perfume on the brain ; 
So is it now with those once cherished joys 
Which charmed the inner sense ; now turned to dust ; 
Sickening the soul, until it longs to be 
Itself transplanted to those sunny banks 
Where Spring immortal reigns ; and all its flowers, 
In amaranthine verdure robed, send forth . 
A fragrance, an Eternity of waste 
Shall still find unexhaled. 

For he is gone ! 
And with him, by his bier, like mourners mute. 
Those brooded fancies, all, which Infancy's 
First smiles made generate ; or the tiny hands 
That clutched at tresses drooped within their reach 
By fondling kiss : — Of that hereafter love 
And warm affection ; that support and stay 
Which through the vale of years should help her on. 



Where now those countless good things : blessings which 

Out of all number she had drawn for him 

In the bright horoscope of infancy ? — 

Giv'n him as freely as imparted she 

The treasures of her breasts. All had now fled. 

And left her poor heart reft and withered 

As some fruit-bearing tree o'er which has passed 

The life-destroying angel in the blast 



14 THOUGHTS OF LEISURE HOURS. 

Of pitiless tomaxio ; smiting down 

The treasures of its boughs, yet unmatured. 

Ah ! who has seen a gentle mother's breast 
Racked by those agonies of love which crush 
As with a torture wheel its every hope ; 
And has not — ^heedless of the creed divine 
Which bids us lift our soul in prayer to Him 
Who " gives," and at His pleasure "takes away;" 
Blessing His holy name for all of them 
To whom, in His great love, He has seen good 
To give deliv'rance from this mortal thrall : 
— ^Thoughtless, that hence departing, and to be 
With Christ is better, and " a priceless gain : " — 
Has noty in his throes of human S)anpathy, 
Long'd, yeam*d, for an Elijah's faith and power 
The dead to raise to life again : — to give 
" The oil of joy for mourning ;" and bind up 
The broken spirit with the bands of peace. 

For them, alas ! who but a mirage saw 
In those bright visions of returning health, 
And all its promised sweet concomitants ; — 
Of friendship in its perfectness renewed : 
All vanished, fled, dissolved ! like phantom rest 
Which lures the desert wanderer on with hope. 
Till hope itself dies mocking at despair. 

Oh ! needeth not that words of ours should fall. 
In this their moumfullest cadence on her ear 
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Who weeps her meteless loss 1 Rather the thought 

Its holy peace and healing comfort shed 

Upon her soul ; — ^the thought that she was blest 

In having such a son to lose; — z, child 

Of such great worth and noble character, 

Whose steps had but outrun her — ^who should first 

Have reached that goal to which all hastening are — 

To wait her coming in that spirit world, 

Who had herself first hoped to have shaken oflf 

The incubus of earth ; in perfect rest, 

Alternating with hallowed prayer, to wait 

Her loved one's advent in the better land. 

O God \ how often is bereavement's grief 
Intensified 1 made less endurable 
By the sad thought that he who 's passed away 
Had been a lifetime's sorrow to that heart, 
Which, in his maddest moods Of Waywardness, 
Of its own blood had given the last one drop 
To bring him to a sense of right and Heav'n. 

Not such her case who mourns in tears the loss 
Of him, whose name upon our hiunble page 
We have inscribed, with feelings of deep love. 

He went firom US, too ; but surrounded by 
A halo like to that of settii^ Sun — 
An annulet of glory, typical. 
Dipping below the horizon, it is true ; 
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And lost to sight of those who still are left 
Sojourners in the vale of Earth. And yet, 
E'en like that Sun setting to us in night, 
He does- so but to rise on other Worlds : — 
Not blotted out from HeaVn ; but hid from us 
Until the Night of Time has passed away. 

Thank God ! And as that Sun we liken him 
To, while yet in the firmament of day. 
Can no more shine without its influences 
Of light and heat, and both's vitalities 
Shedding on all around ; so neither can 
His bright example in the face of day 
— ^A gentle 'haviour, pure unselfish life, — 
Fail to engerm its virtues on the soul, 
And leave their impress on a dark, cold world. 

Ah ! who would doubt the theorem divine ! 
All things in Nature their affinities 
Ostend. The tiniest atomy that floats 
In air has its specific gravity — 
Although to man imponderable, as 
'Tis imperceptible — ^by which it links 
Its fellow atom in some far-ofi" sphere. 

Who then shall gauge in all their subtle force — 

If these, like all things else of origin 
Divine, once made can ne'er be uncreate — 
The influence of great moral character : 
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The example of an honest, upright walk : 
The great " attraction" of a Christian life ? 

" Who the sweet influences of Pleiades 

Can bind ? Or think Orion's bands to loose ?" 

For, God forbid ! that these — with their effects — 
The silent preachers of grand homilies, 
Should issue in the span-long life of such 
As he, whose memory we hold consecrate. 

Our great Astronomers tell us, there are stars 
So far removed from earth and man's review, 
That ev'n his mind prehensile halts to grasp 
The thought that they have yet an influence 
Upon his life or destiny : — Reveal 
To us their certain knowledge of the truth, 
That this great globe — so ponderous and vast 
As its proportions are, and swift in flight — 
Is yet diverted, swayed, aberrant made, 
Stayed or accelerated in its course, 
By worlds unknown to us. 

Nor wonders less 
Those are which our philosophers divine — 
All-unrevealed as yet — ^lie hidden in 
The grand arcana of the Universe : 
That all material actions shall impinge 
Their colour, weight, and cliaracter upon 
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The tabulated ELEMENTS : and make 
Themselves, by virtue of their records there, — 
Their issues good or evil, and their meed — 
The GREAT BOOK of the final judgment day. 

What ! if it be so ; that no spoken word, 
Or thought which never respiration found, 
But shall its witness truly register 
For or against the immortal part of man, 
Indelibly : — ^Then who will feign to doubt, 
EVn far removed from earth, beyond the ken 
Of him who tracks the farthest stars that stud 
The Emp)T^an with their globes of fire, 
His spirit's influence, who while on earth 
His brother man constrained to virtuousness 
By gentle mien and love and charity, 
May, as the Astronomer's world, invisible. 
In its mysterious all-pervading power 
Be no less felt : — still drawing him to Heav'n 
By memories of good deeds done, or those 
Of evil by example timely checked. 

Farewell ! then, brother well-beloved : who hast 

While we are yet in ignorance of the times 

And hidden dangers lying in our path — 

Ere yet we have made the grand discovery 

Which all must one day make — ^who hast, so young, 

Through Tartarus' shades successfully explored 
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What we with twice thy summers credited 

Have not resolved — God knoweth when we shall ! 

The Source of that Great River, TIME, whose Course 

Is known to us ; but of whose unknown Spring 

No Speke nor Livingstone determine shall 

The secret, till with Immortality endowed. 
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WAR. 

THE GALLIC AND THE PRUSSIAN EAGLES. 
(JULY 1 8, 1870.) 

" A bos la Frusse I Aux artnes /" 
*Tis from the throat of France, belligerent, 
The cry is heard ; the presage of dire deeds 
And bloody arbitrement. Hearts of men 
Fail from the looming dread of unknown ills 
And masked dangers. Europe starts aghast, 
Yet reeling from the throes which suddenly 
Her diadems imperil Deathless hates — 
The smothered passions which for twice an Age 
Could find no vent ; cribbed, cabin'd in the crust 
Of moral sway, and power political — 
Have made eruption. As Vesuvius* mount. 
Above whose crater mouth dark, lurid clouds 
Long time have pendent hung, betokening 
The pent-up fires that smouldering are within, 
Breaks forth at last ; up-heaving to the skies 
Its horrent emissals of woe and death ; 
So speaks the Gaul ; and, in his paroxysms 
Of rage and belching hate, makes thrones to shake 
Which Established seemed on base of adamant. 



Thoughts of leisure hours. 21 

And, can it be the trope is justified ? 

That in those Samson hearings which throw down 

The pillars of Society ; or wreck 

The hopes of dynasties imperial, which 

Erewhile had spumed whole Kingdoms with their foot ; 

Or, only wept because were conquered all — 

In " reigns of terror ; " wars of twenty years ; 

Kingdoms dismembered ; nationalities 

Out-blotted ; and grim death and pestilence 

And famine gaunt made viceroys of the lands — 

We can discover with the eye of faith 

But partial evils for a general good ? — 

With Amherst's great philosopher, discern 

In the fierce earth-spasms which at times convulse 

The solid ground, and in their swelling waves 

Shock the antipodes, reverberative, 

Heaven's plans beneficent to bring to light 

A thousand good things, which had else lain hid 

In depths beyond our reach ? It may be so, 

That in all this the providence of God 

Is clearly to be seen : yet, none the less, 

Pompeii would we succour ; Lisbon save ; 

A Danton and a Robespierre reave of power 

To float a guillotine in blood ; and brand 

As crime accurst a second Inkermann — 

That hecatomb of England's bravest sons. 

We cannot yet perceive fi*om war that good 
Derivative : life's lesser evils made 
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From greater the redemption, as proclaimed 

In " deeds " of blood, by some : the seal and stamp 

And affirmation of HIS will divine. 

Oh, deep, mysterious, past all finding out 

HIS judgments are toward the sons of men I 

Yet, would man err, if, in his human heart 

And natural impulse, he should try to dam 

The lava's molten stream ? — essay to spike 

The ordnance of that mound from which were belched 

The fates of youth and beauty, in the mass 

Of ashes calcined, which ere long should tomb 

Fair cities with their thousands of his kind ? 

How much would we offend, if in our love 
For those whose life in others is up-bound — 
If we forced back to scabbard the drawn sword ; 
The javelin parried in its flight; the fire 
And pillage stayed which else had swept 
As with destruction's besom home and hearth ? 
From soldier ruffian saved the mother — ^wife — 
Snatched maiden fair from arm of ravisher ; 
And bid those smiles that wait on happiness. 
And all the joys which from affection spring. 
Hold highest carnival where else had been 
Heart-broken wailings, and hot tears of blood ? 

Ah ! devil war ! oh ! damnbd cry — " To arms I " 
Thrice cursfed when the cause is trivial ; 
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And insult personal is made the ground 

Of thousand murders ; when the gold-bought blood 

Of sons and sires, necessitate, must flow 

In rapids confluent, to appease the ire 

Of crownbd tyrants ! Pretty time o' day. 

Indeed, because some choleric Teuton sees 

A profiered insult in the tilted knob 

Of some co-eval sceptre ; blows his nose 

On cambric with its Southern boundary 

Marked Spain ; and names his pup Malaga, Gran : — 

Because of these blots cardinal, the peace 

And well-being of a World must blasted be ! 

How long, O God I how long will nations bear 
This rankling of their wrongs ; and suffer men 
Whose adventitious state, alone, is oft 
Their sole, whole title to such flagrant power, 
Their peoples to make poor and drench in blood ? 

The paths of peace all unattractive are 

To them on whom Ambition's spell has wrought : 

They see but glory in the lists of war, 

Nor dream that peace hath pleasures greater stilL 

These are the demigods we choose to be 
The rulers of the World. For one brief day 
As idols worshipped : their ephemeral lives 
Extinguished in the seas of blood which fools 
Have first shed in their honour : who had else 
Themselves devoting to their people's good, 
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In unobtrusive quiet through long years, 
Have gained them greater than Olympus* fame. 

God of all power and might ; invincible ! 
Unto whose sway like Emperors and Kings 
Are subject ; and who doest what Thou wilt 
With Heaven's vast armies, and the sons of men 
Among ; cause wars to cease in all the Earth : 
And lend Thine ear, attentive, to our prayer — 
" Peace give us in our time, O Lord of Hosts." 
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FAIR NELLIE. 



O, balmy an' soft was the Midsimmer momin', 
The dew-draps still sparkled wi' diamond sheen, 

When, her bright gowden hair wi' sweet woodbine 
adomin*, 
Fair Nellie peeped out frae the lattice atween. 

Her beautiful face was o* Grecian contour; 

Half hidden by roses which trellised the frame : 
Wi' the smile o' a Peri, she kissed me a bonjour, 

As, doffin' my bonnet, I whispered her name. 

Sweet Nellie ! said I — ^when, wi' finger uplifted. 
She bade me consider an' tent what I said : 

Sweet Nellie ! said I — and her fahy form shifted ; 
But just for ae minute she duckit her head. 

Sweet Nellie ! said I, 'tis a token I'm seekin' ; 

Some- flower or riband or lock o' thy hair : 
Come ! speak to me, lassie, nae mair o' that keekin' ; 

I lo'e thee sae mickle, I canna lo'e mair. 
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Then, wi' arm still undraped, like an Angelo*s Venus, 
She plucked me a rose-bud o' exquisite hue ; 

'Twas the courier-avant d a treaty atween us, 
The pledge o* a love that was constant an' true. 

Lang years hae gane by ; and my rose-bud hath faded. 
Though cherished and treasured, as weel may it be ; 

For it brings back a vision which time had lang shaded, 
When my dear Nellie pu'd it, an' tossed it to me. 




THOUGHTS OF LEISURE HOURS. 27 



NIGHT. 

I dreamed a dream 
While slumbering by the fireside light : 
I seemed to commune with some spirit bright ; 

And still its theme 
Was Night— chameleon Night. 

Night — usable Night ! 
Of Hell's vast pillar the architrave : 
Emblem of sorrow : suffering's tidal wave : 
Grim foe of Light ; 
And portal of the Grave. 

Night — ^beauteous Night 1 
Thy thousand stars their vigils keep : 
Twinkling, they ever twinkle ; never sleep : 
In glory bright, 
Like angel eyes they peep. 

Night — ^radiant Night 1 
Illumed with bolts of Northern gleam 
That shoot athwart the skies ; star-wain and team 

Parting from sight, 
As vanisheth a dream. 
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Night — ^blessed Night ! 
Great God ! how kind its providence : 
Season of welcome rest, when every sense, 

Armed for life's fight, 
Relaxes its defence. 

Night— pall-like Night ! 
Moonless and rayless in thy gloom : 
All beauty, fashion, art, thou dost entomb ; 

Buried from sight 
In thy unshapen womb. 

Night — Stygian Night ! 
When, shrouded from the eye of day. 
The panthers of the human race their prey 
Track in its flight ; 
Blood-gorged ere morning gray. 

Night — secret Night ! 
Thy record tablets all up-sealed, 
Till day of doom, when mysteries are revealed ; 
Shines Virtue's light — 
Star-crown upon azure field. 

Night — piteous Night ! 
Thy curtains fold around that bed. 
Where erring sister rests her aching head : 

The untimely blight 
Of one well-nourishM. 
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Night— holy Night ! 
Or, if communion must there be ; 
No cold, intoned, formal liturgy : — 

Spirit of light ! 
Give her Thy ministry. 

Night — ^happy Night ! 
What joy-spring can with thine compare ? 
When, round the family altar, hearts in prayer 

And praise unite ; 
And incense fills the air. 

Night— lustful Night ! 
What pen thy horrors can narrate. 
Of drunkard reeling home from orgies late ; 

Blasting the sight 
Of them who weeping wait. 

Night — ^voiceless Night ! 
Empire of silence ! reign profound ! 
When conscience heaves the lead ; and man is bound, 

Himself despite, 
His deeper life to sound. 

Night— Christian's Night ! 
Yet hath thy coronal one gem : 
In darkest hour, yon Star of Bethlehem^ 

" Brilliant " of light ! 
Illumes thy diadem. 
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Night — Earth's last night I 
Ere morning breaks on endless day ; 
Nor Sun, nor Moon, nor Star of lesser ray 

Shall give us light ; 
But HE that liveth aye. 




THOUGHTS OF LEISURE HOURS, 31 



YES AND NO. 

Two tiny little words there are, 

In meaning quite dissimilar, 

Which much affect our weal and woe : — 

The one is Yes : the other No. 

And yet those states, so opposite. 
By title-deed or claim, or right, 
'Twould not be difficult to show. 
Belong to neither Yes, nor No. 

But that which mostly curious is, 
Although direct antithesis, 
Both hot and cold some people blow ; 
To-day a Yes : to-morrow No. 

Good men we've known a life-time fight, 
From seeing things in different light ; 
When, otherwise, both con and pro 
Had shaken hands with Yes and No. 

Have you not noticed black and blue. 
Observed from varied points of view, 
Into each other's shades will grow ? — 
Now answer truly — ^Yes ? or No ? 



It struck us once as marvellous, 
That even in an Omnibus 
" Licensed to cany ten/* or so, 
How much on par were Yes and No. 

We said that there were ten — inside : 

Yet, in a less than half-mile ride 

The question rose — "Would we have snow?" 

And five said — "Yes;" and five said — " No." 

But, after all is said and done. 
We like a firm opinion : 
More useful far a trade-wind's blow, 
Than chopping Yes, and veering No. 

It seems to us as clear as day, 
Why many people lose their way 
Is, simply, that they zigzag go 
Between the footpaths Yes and No. 

Though conscience — ^guide-post ever true — 
At every cross-road we come to. 
Points out the way we ought to go : — 
'Tis sometimes Yes ; and oft-times No. 

In most of cases, we confess, 
'Tis easier far to answer " Yes : " 
It seems against the grain to go. 
To cloud a sunny smile with " No." 
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Nor can it be denied, indeed, 
That oft these rivals are agreed : 
The eye interprets language so, — 
We look a " Yes," while saying " No." 

Who hasn't known the bounding joy. 

The thrilling bliss without alloy. 

When love peeped out from domino, 

And answered "Yes;" though tongue said "No?' 

Not with the like are we at strife ; 
They're but the joyous masks of life : 
There's no great harm, far as we know, 
In jocund visor — ^Yes, or No. 

'Tis when, alas ! fierce passions rise. 
Of giant strength and empire size ; 
When Nelsons bleed, and Moscows glow. 
Ye play the devil, Yes and No. 

Oh ! for the power on life's wild seas 

T induce its calm amenities : 

Oil on the seething waters throw, 

And smooth down " Yes ! " with unctuous " No." 

'Tis true, in fifty thousand ways. 
From Courts of law and nisi fiuys, 
Down to a greyhound pup's " no gp^^ 
An umpire comes 'tween Yes and No. 
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The man of business, Ah ! full well 
He can his doubts and faintings tell : 
What interests "rule" his "folio," 
His profits Yes : his honour No. 

The politician frames with skill 

His " Class," or " PeopleVsuffrage," bill : 

Yet, what a tossing to-and-fro, 

Tween Commons* Yes, and Lordlings' No. 

The drunkard's fate ; the felon's doom ; 
A life prolonged ; an early tomb ; 
The martyr's crown ; the gambler's throw ; 
All pended, once, on Yes, or No» 

But, it is more to homely things 
We would confine our pencillings : 
Far out of them we needn't go. 
To bound our subject, Yes and No. 

Fair guardian angels on life's way 
Attend us ; and, if like to stray. 
Shake their heads thus : — and that you know 
Means never Yes : but always No. 

And so it is, when called to poise 
The worth of Heav'n, and Earthly joys ; 
We cannot soar yet stay below : — 
There's no such thing as Yes-and-No. 
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Oh, God I Thou knowest certainly 
How deep our Earthly treasures lie I 
So deeply loved and cherished 1— though 
Thou callest " Yes ;" we still cry " No." 

Not even, Gracious One, to Thee 
Can we resign these, willingly. 
Our duty? "Yes:" Thy love? we know : 
Still our poor nature pleadeth " No." 

When glittering lures the young assail, 
And feather's weight will turn the scale ; 
Up, one or other's beam will go : — 
It must be either Yes, or No. 

Brave Child ! thou hast our sympathies : 
No half-resolves ; no compromise : 
Nought else, save physic, riles us so ; — 
And " Gregorys Mixture^^ 's Yes-and-No. 

Th* unfaltering tongue, the open speech, 
Who wouldn't do his best to teach ? 
It warms us with a genial glow, 
A brave out-spoken " Yes V* or " No ! " 

Full many a child — ^poor Innocent ! — 
From fear of bodily chas^!sement, 
Dreading a scold, or harsher blow. 
Will answer " Yes," in place of " No." 
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And this should make us train our Youth, 
Out, fearlessly, to speak the truth : 
Better that fault un-punished go, 
Than guilty Yes be screened by No. 

And ye, young men and maidens, too. 

In heart affairs be ever true : 

Rather the joint-estate forego, 

Than simper " Yes ;" while meaning " No." 

Give to true love its fair desert : 
Shun, both alike, the rake and flirt : 
Prove well that love ; and then bestow 
A hearty Yes— or honest No. 

But, above all, the test apply 

To life for Immortality. 

The £JVZ> is known ; the WAY to go ; 

" Will we walk in it ?"— Yes ? or No ? 

And thus we leave our theme, at last. 
Like bread upon the waters cast. 
There may be little ; but you know 
They are but fragments, Yes and No. 
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EVER OF THEE. 

Ever of thee, 
When comes the witching hour of Night, but one, 
And all to rest and slumbers deep have gone, 

Fair Eulalie, 
I think : and conjure up thine image dear ; 
Offering full oft the tribute of a tear 

To memory 
Of happy hours in sweet communion spent ; 
Of loving hearts in troth all-holy blent. 

Unchangeably. 

Ever of thee. 
When breaks the early dawn, and visions bright. 
Which have outlasted through the live-long night. 

Dear Eulalie, 
Float all away like gossamer in air, 
I still dream on; embracing beauty rare, 

Though tremblingly : 
Erewhile to offer at thy morning shrine. 
Soul, body, all, — ^for One and All are thine, 

Unalterably. 

Ever of thee 1 
Come weal, come woe ! Whatever the gods in store. 
Of bliss or sorrow, be it less or more, 

Ordain for me : 
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Nor heights of one, nor depths of counter fate 
Shall stay the heart's pulse, nor accelerate 

By one degree ; 
Might I thy love unchanging ever claim, 
Yester, to-morrow, every day the same. 

Sweet Eulalie \ 

Ever of thee ! — 
When wrapt in crimson clouds the Lord of day 
Sinks to his rest ; nor shadows lengthening stay 

On mead and lea ; — 
I muse with sauntering step, in pensive mood, 
On one loved picture of true womanhood, 

Framed beauteously : 
Till star-lights gleaming, on the vaulted Night 
Would seem thy name with quivering rays to write, 

Dear Eulalie ! 

Ever of thee ! 
Ah, puisne words ! Waters too shoal are those 
To float the burthen of a love which knows 

No registry. 
For Ever and for Ever t These that bound 
The reaches of the human mind are found, 

Alone, to be 
Commensurate with constancy of mine ; 
The ceaseless outgoings of my soul to thine ; 

My EulaUe ! 
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" IN MEMORIAMr 

On Suncby morning, February zsth, 1865, Algernon Percy, 4th Duke of 
Northumberland, K.G., Admiral of the White, and Honorary Colonel of the 
Percy Artillery Volunteers, died in his 73d year. 

The " Union Jack," floating over the Prudhoe Tower, and flaccidly waving 
at half-staff height, announced the event to sorrowing thousands : and to-day, 
February aad, (he Old Flag fell suddenly, as his mortal remains passed from the 
Barbican of the Castle, on their way to Westminster Abbey for interment, 
attended by an Artillery Guard of Honour, a detachment of the 5th Northum- 
berland Corps of Rifles, Corporate Bodies, and thousands of mourners from all 
parts of the country. 

" Requiescat in pace.** 

Up-fiirl ! thou flaunting Ensign, evermore, 
Thy drapfed emblems without spot or stain : 

O'er him, whose badge so long ye proudly bore, 
Nor flag nor pennon e'er shall wave again. 

Ten suns, thy symbols half-uphoised have been ; 

Token impressive of a deep-felt woe : 
This hour the consummation we have seen ; 

" Half-mast" no longer, thou art fallen low. 

Ne'er banner drooped o'er obsequies more dear : 
Ne'er standard fell o'er spirit more enshrined ! 

The Man, we sorrow more for than the Peer, 
Whose name with generous deeds is intertwined. 

Historic towers, nor castellated walls. 
Princely investiture, nor pomp's array. 

Nor all th' emblazonry of noble halls. 
His nobler spirit's exigence might stay. 







Weak, impotent, all these ! when the pale King 

A subject to his shadowy Court doth call : 
If Earth-bonds there might be — one tiny ring 

Had told of heart-ties stronger than them all. 

****** 
Boom ! boom ! ye bells : from sacred turrets, boom ! 

Toll out your intermittent notes of grief : 
Your muffled tongues gire concord with the gloom 

That gathers round the bier of Percy's Chiefl 

With awe, we listen to your grave-calls d6ep, 
Stem lessons preaching to mortality : — 

That Rich and Poor, alike, in death must sleep ; 
The Noble, as the Ignoble, wane and die. 

Oh ! never knell more sorrowful ye rang ; 

Dirge for departed Greatness more intense ! 
The Commune heart convulsing with a pang 

Well-nigh rebellious 'gainst Omnipotence. 

Yet, 'midst your death-wails can the Christian's ear, 

Alone detect sweet strains of joy and peace : 
Nor, while unbidden starts the blinding tear. 

Deem we his inward consolation less. 
****** 
Peace ! silent Guest-Room, where, with noble mien. 

Himself in portraiture looks sadly down 
On lamp-lit bier and sheathed Damaskeen, 

And armbd guardians of his liegeless Crown. 



•• 
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Peace to thy Manes ; Algernon the Good ! 

Rest thee in peace ; thine earthly labours done : 
Though dark this hour, we would not, an' we could, 

Light up again thy death-eclipsfed Sun. 

For thou art gone ! with honours fully blown : 
Virtues that even now assuage our gloom : 

Called to those fairer Mansions, which alone 
May entered be through portal of the Tomb. 

What recks all worldly grandeur now, to thee. 
From fleeting pomp and vanities redeemed ? — 

Earth's Power and Wealth and Rank of high degree ? 
That Heaven's White Throne hath on thy vision gleamed. 

Time was for " Usury," and increase large ; 

Thee " talents ten" did Providence accord : 
And nobly, too, thou did'st thy trust discharge, 

Thou good and faithful servant of thy Lord. 

Patron of Art and Science— chief and head — 
Thy vast revenues not all giv'n to fame : 

Here works of grandeur, there of mercy, shed 
A deathless lustre round thy Ancient Name. 

Not by thy " quarterings" with the lineal Great, 

Nor proud escutcheon of a lofty Race, 
Thy stamp of true nobility we rate, — 

Friend of Humanity ! in every place. 
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Speak out ! ye Monuments that circle round 
The rock-bound strands of his loved Albion ! 

In hour of danger to the rescue bound, 
And wreathe your fame with that of Algernon. 

And ye, fair Temples of the Prince of Peace — 
Grand effluence of his Christian charity — 

Whose bells ev'n now proclaim his mourned decease ; 
How shall YE treasure up his memory ! 

Yet ; should we grieve thus for our Princely dead, 
Whose loss to us is his eternal gain ? — 

Mourn, rather, those his love so cherished, 
Nor from our deepest sympathy refrain. 

And Thou ! that comfortest Thy people, when 
Deep waters have gone o'er their fainting soul ; 

Send down that " peace which passeth all our ken," 
And grief of Perc/s sorrowing spouse control. 

Give her to see, this clouding of her sky, 
A glimpse, beyond, of Thy unchanging love ; — 

Those bright cerulean azure spots, which lie 
Like angel faces smiling from above. 

Even as One, while snapped the Golden Chord, 
Beheld through op'ning Heavens the Son of Man : 

So may she rest in faith upon that Word 
Which saith — " Thy dead shall rise to life again." 



• 
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THE VEIL UNLIFTED. 



God, in His " Nature Revealed/' has given man to know the times and the 
seasons ; the science of such being essential to his temporal good. But he has 
-wisely concealed frpm him the future, and the end of his existence ; the knowledge 
of which would as certainly prove fatal to his peace of mind, as it would to the 
exercise of his various powers, and the fulness of his bodily enjoyments. 



Great God, how wise Thy providence, and good I 
To us, Thy creatures, how considerate I 

That power to with-hold, which tempt us would 
To draw aside the veil which shroudeth fate. 

Eternal Hope ! that talismanic word 
No more would prove incentive to the man : 

But rusted lie, inglorious, his sword 
That flashes, now, life's battle in the van. 

What motive power might stir the palsied heart, 
Or for one moment energize his brain, 

Who 'held Death standing with up-poisbd dart. 
About to number him among his slain ? 

Would one the more or less flout Fortune's frown, 
Whom wife and children nerved to conflict brave. 

That 'yond the veil, instead of victor/s crown, 
He saw himself a mourner by their grave ? 
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Or contra-wise : whence hope to wing the feet ? 

What promptive exercise of noblest powers ? 
Where giant scheme full exigence to meet ? 

Why trimming more of lamp at midnight hours ? — 

If, of the future, we were given to see 
All that we struggled for — the wished-for goal ; 

Honour and power and wealth and guerdonry — 
Yet wanting more to satisfy the souL 

Say that a Shakspeare's genius had been fired — 
A Milton cheered, led on his darksome way — 

And Scotia's Bums in fuller peace expired — 

Could they have drawn the shroud, and seen our day : 

Galileo, 'like, had smiled on tortures great ; 

Nor blanched our Nelson at Trafalgar's bay : 
Gloried a Pym and Hampden in their fate : 

Been Chatterton o'erwhelmed with dire dismay : 

Required a Wilberforce his crown to have seen, 
Lustrous with gems imperial none arrayed? 

Blazoned with jewels of more glorious sheen 
Than e'er a Caesar's diadem in-laid ? 

Would Bonner's bigot, blood-stained heart have quailed, 
To mark his victims in that shadowy land ? 

Perchance, had pious martyr Ridley failed 
To view, serene, the stake and fiery brand ? — 
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We cannot tell. We only can believe 

That He who made us knoweth what is best : 

That what He hideth from us, to perceive 
Would not be for our truest interest. 

Thanks give we then to Heaven, inscrutable, 

That in its wisdom infinite hath been 
Denied to man the power to unveil 

The spectral picture of Life's closing scene. 




:t 
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STANZAS ON THE BEAUTIFUL. 



" The numerous hypotheses of beauty/' says a writer, " have not yet resulted 
in any undoubted theory. The splendid inventions and endless applications of 
the present age would obtain for it merely the praise of ingenuity ; but the 
simultaneous diffusion with these of a taste for poetry, music, and art, stamps the 
epoch as a period of indubitable progress. Civilization does not, altogether, 
consist in th^ per/ectionnentent of the mechanical arts of life. 

The analysis of so ethereal a thing as beauty is not impossible ; and it, in all 
probability, depends upon laws as simple as those of light itself. It is no longer 
now committed wholly to the researches of the metaphysician. Ideal beauty, a 
higher branch of the subject, whenever met with in high art, used to be set down 
as the result of special inspiration. It is now pretty generally acknowledged to 
be a real existence. The taste for beauty in the hiunan form grows by what it 
feeds on. Women have contended publicly for the prize of beauty ; and the 
Spartan nmtrons placed in their sleeping-rooms the images of the most graceful 
deities. 

Sculptiu-e was early made a means of perpetuating the memory of charms men 
almost worshipped ; and statues became the universal expression of admiration. 

The feeling of ideal beauty is not an instinct. It comes by study, by medita- 
tion, by abstraction from low desires. And it must come with the power to 
separate it from the association of a passion with which it has no necessary con- 
nection — the passion of love. The educated and enlightened African may com- 
prehend this beauty ; but he will not love the less fondly his dusky wife, and the 
dark imps she has given him. 

The Greeks revelled in beauty with a kind of intoxication ; and in the images 
of their gods gave us creations of ideal beauty. Let us hear the description of a 
German enthusiast of one of their ideals : — "I could wish in this place," he says, 
" to describe beauty the like of which can hardly have had human orignb. It is 
a wingM genius in the Villa Borghese, of the size of a well-made youth. If the 
imagination, filled with the single beauties everywhere displayed in nature, and 
occupied in the contemplation of that beauty which flows from God, and leads to 
God, were to shape during sleep a vision of an angel, whose countenance vras 
brightened by the divine effulgence, and whose form was seemingly an effluence . 
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from the source of the highest harmony — in such a form let the reader set before 
himself this lovely image. It might be said that nature, with God's approval, 
had fashioned it after the beauty of the angels." 

Ideal beauty is, after all, simply the highest beauty in nature ; and although it 
may be comprehended intuitively by genius, we must approach it in ordinary cir- 
cumstances through the cultivation of taste. In making this approach, we rise in 
general refinement and enlightenment ; for nothing metm or base may draw bear 
that divine presence. Governments would do well to understand this. They 
would do well to familiarize the million with the works in which beauty resides. 
They would do well, with views analogous to those of the Spartan matrons — ^who 
set up in their sleeping-rooms an Apollo, a Bacchus, a Nereus, or a Narcissus — 
to place as many of the masterpieces of art as they can collect before the people, 
to the end that they may bring forth great thoughts and noble deeds. 



What is the beautiful ? 
Go, ask some Indian squaw, on whose dark breast 
Her tawny pappoose has been hushed to rest, — 

Like bust of ebony : 
With stoHd look, it may be, and e'er-while 
Her dusk face purpling with a radiant smile, 
Bending full low to snatch a loving kiss, 
She'll answer with a mother's fondness — "M/V/" — 

And beauty she can see. 

What is the beautiful ? 
Her lordly brave, in paint and war's array ; 
Hatdiet in hand, dug up for mortal fray ; 

Scalp-belted to the knee ! 
As from her wigwam's shadow forth he stalks, 
With lion mien, and vision of the hawk's, 
To take his wonted seat at Council fire, 
By side of him, at once his King and Sire : — 

What is so, if not He ? 
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What is the beautiful ? 
Go, ask the NaturaHst : perchance he*ll turn, 
To what we loathe as noxious and spurn, 

With pleasure-beaming eye : 
Behold in venomed fang and deadly sting, 
Essence of beauty in their answering 
Their several purposes in that vast round 
Of stem necessities, which seem to bound 

The "living" and "to die." 

What is the beautiful ? 
" In ethics ? " will the moralist inquire ; 
And tell you, everything he could desire 

Is continent in this — 
" To bear the talisman of purity ; 
To clothe with virtue all humanity ; 
To follow good, as hunger does its prey ; 
And die at last, as died good Seneca, 

In hope of future bliss." 

What is the beautiful ? 
Hear the philosopher response essdy ! 
Tracking through realms of thought his guarded way, 

To grand corollaries : 
From this effect, or that^ deducing cause : 
The prime expositor of Nature's laws : 
Earth's pioneer : the grandest type of Man : 
Of Civil power heading the un-bannered van : — 

Beauty in his path lies. 
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What is the beautiful ? 
That m)rstic Mvee ; where the virgin Nine 
Upon Bcedtia's sacred Mount recline^ 

By Helicon's bright spring? 
And Homer,* Horace, — and Anacreon 
The lyrist laureate of an age long gone, — 
Shakspeare, — and Milton, Chief of epic lays — 
Crowned with immortelles of the laurel-bays. 

Their votive Offerings bring? 

What is the beautiful ? 
Tell us, ye glorious Astro-men who scan 
The archives of the skies, — ^for, teU ye can — 

Where beauty sits enthroned ? 
Dwells it supreme in some bright Procyon, 
With which compared, a star-light is our Sun ? 
Or in those mighty congeries of light ; 
Those galaxies of Suns with which the Night 

Of infinite space is zoned ? 

What is the beautiful ? 
Geologists make answer ! Ye whose name, 
By little-brained divines, with causeless shame 

Has long-time branded been : 



* Between the time of Homer, one of the most ancient of the Greek poets, and 
that of Horace, who was bom in the century B.C., there elapsed nearly 900 years. 
Between Horace, the Roman fabulist and lyric poet, and our own most celebrated 
poets, a period of about z6oo years. 
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Hitchcock and Miller, in true science learned : 
And Sedgwick too : have ye not all discerned 
In ends of Death new starting-points of Life ? 
Earth's grand convulsions yet with blessings rife? — 
Beauty how long unseen I 

What is the beautiful ? 
Ye mechanicians in your triumphs say ! 
Is it the steam-horse, 'long the iron way 

Rushing impetuously ? 
Fulton and Watt, Russell and Stephenson, 
Who, victories great, o'er Nature's powers have won 
As though instinct with reason, o'er the seas 
Sending leviathans that wait no breeze 

To bear them timeously ! 

What is the beautiful ? 
How would the son of Athens have replied ? 
Whose name the sculptor's art has deified ; 

Unrivalled and alone : 
The bust of Venus ? Arm of Hercules ? — 
Say, Greece's son, divine Praxiteles ! 
Didst thou, imprisoned in block of marble, see 
That beauty which thy chisel should set free ; 

Giving a soul to stone ? 

What is the beautiful ? 
Reveal it to us — ^if ye will, ye can — 
Raffaelle, Da Vinci, Rubens, and Titian, 

And Michael Angelo ! 
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Lives it in frescoes of Imperial Rome, 
Whose glories bridge of Centuries the tomb ? — 
Those grand Cartoons which Ages have looked o'er; 
Yet know no echo to their " Excelsior /" ? — 
Nor ever like to know. 



What is the beautiful ? 
Shades of the glorious dead ! High-priests of Art ! 
Hadyn, Beethoven, Handel, and Mozart ; 

Whose tenses have NO FAST: 
Hold conclave in your Hades, and declare ! 
What of your songs with bright seraphic air ? 
Heralds of chorus only more sublime ; 
All yet-unspoiled by the hand of Time, 

The great Iconoclast. 

What is the beautiful ? 
Than yours what fairer title to its crown, 
Linked as it is with grandeur and renown. 

Sons of discovery ? 
Park, Bruce, and Lander; Speke* and Livingstone; 
Martyrs to science, in the Vast Unknown : 
From all life's blessings self-expatriate ; 
'Mid toils, disease, and dangers daring fate : — 

Ensigns of heraldry 1 



** Some of these, though undergoing great toil and suffering, were not martyrs, 
in the sense of losing their lives in their explorations. 
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Wlpat is. the beautiful ? 
Shall we ensue it in some olden tome> 
And glory in a St Pierre's martyrdom ;* 

And eke his noble peers* ? 
Yes ! and pay tribute such as in us lies, 
To their wide-world renowned sacrifice ; 
When Calais groaned as with expiring breath, 
And, halter-bound, they marched to certain death ; 

To dry her children's tears. 

What is the beautiful ? 
This picture — ^would 'twere but ideally — 
A gallant ship engulfed in stormy sea ; 

In view of watery grave : 
And gallant hearts and stout, and able hands 
Obedient, answering to their chief's commands, 
Rush to the rescue of despairing crew ; 
Launching their boat with British cheer, and true, — 

The helpless ones to save. 

What is the beautiful 7- — 
Who'll contra speak, when Haydon thus decides ? — 
" The absolutely beautiful " resides 

In Woman, and alone : 
Fully developed she can satisfy 
The most fastidious taste and critic eye : 



* Of coiuse, we allude to the death, expeciedt only by St Pierre and his com- 
patriots. 
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Combining all attractions ; loved, adored ; 
In Nature's harmonies that perfect chord 
Which gives to life its tone. 

* 

What is the beautiful ? 
Tell us the last, Christian philosopher ! 
Thou know'st its fairest type, if we not err ; 

Worthy of angel lays ^ 
Is it not pictured in that life on Earth,—*- 
To death on cross, from humble cradle birth — 
Of Him, Creator of all beauteous things j 
Maker of Heaven and Earth, the King of Kings ? — 

To whom be endless praise. 
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WOMAN'S LOVK 

'Twas night ! 'mid night ! And by the fireless grate 

Sat one in woman's form ; 
Now murmuring in broken sobs — " 'Tis late !" — 

Now listening to the storm. 

Cold blew the blast ; but colder was her heart ; 

Though fevered was her frame : 
While on her knee a little form would start, 

Lisping its mother's name. 

• 

Three more besides, in slumber but in pain, 

On scanty pallets lay ; 
Restless in hunger ; for they'd prayed in vain — 

" Give us our bread this day." 

Small pittance wrung from charity, 'twas said. 

Had barely broke their fast : 
She could not bear their piteous cries for bread : 

But none her lips had passed. 

Alas ! their little store, too small for life, — 

His children hungered — 
The drunkard wretch had wrested from his wife. 

For that which was not bread. 
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Even now / he sat in Bacchanalian state ; 

King of the revelment : 
Mindless of her to whom he'd linked his fate, 

In holy sacrament : 

Heedless of her, whose staff and manly stay 

He'd sworn through life to be : 
Deaf to his children's wail from day to day, 

In abject penury. 

Oh ! cursed cup ! hard'ning the heart to stone. 

Through years of agony : 
Whilst those, whose lives we'd ransom with our own, 

Are left to starve and die. 

Oh ! cursfed cup ! Oh ! devilish snare to man ! 

Thrice cursed in excess : 
Thine interdict would prove Hell's dreaded ban, 
And man's great happiness. 
* * * * * . * 

'Twas night ! midnight : and still that woman sate, — 

Angel in woman form- 
Muttering in agony — " 'Tis late ; how late !" — 

While fiercer raged the storm. 

No light relieved the murky deadening gloom : — 

There were no means to buy — 
Nor sound within, 'mid silence of the tomb. 

Save when her children cry. 
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" Hush ! " she would say : " My darlings go to sleep ; 

Mother's beside your bed :" — 
While silent tears welled up from fountains deep, 

Loving and hallowed. 

Bending full low, she kissed her infant's cheek, 

Wet with her tears of love : 
Nor wanted words her trembling lips to speak, 

Of trust in One above. 

" O God !" she cried, in spirit and in truth— 

" O God ! remove this cup : 
Redeem from shame the lover of my youth : 

None else can raise him up. 

" If not for me, then for my children's sake, 

Constrain the erring one : 
If not for us — Or oh ! my heart must break— 

For his souFs sake alone." 

Full from her heart her prayer went up on high ; 

Nor words could be denied : 
When, lo ! scarce uttered, ere she heard a cry, 

Close by the door outside. 

Listening, her wayward husband heard that praya: ; 

And Heaven its power applied. — 
Oh, Man ! what more-than-angel love was there ; 

Oh, Woman ! thou'rt justified. 



THOUGHTS OF LEISURE HOURS. $7 



THE SCOT'S ARGUMENT FOR KISSES : 

OR, THE SPECIAL PLEADING O' TAM O' HAZELDEAN. 

Houts ! na, dear lassie ! tell your mither ? 

Tkaf ye'd never dae ava ; 
Had ye just said — " Tarn, gies anither ; 

An* I'll then be awn ye twa." 

For weel ye ken, my gentle doo, 
'Tis Heaven's ain truth, an* ne'er a lee, 

That frae the day I learnt to lo*e, 
YeVe been tiie warld's ae joy to me. 

Na ! nane sic havers am I talkin' ; 

But guid common sense, an' plain ; 
Foment the time my een are waukin', 

Till they gang to sleep again : — 

Awaukin' ! By my trowtb, I vow, 

The nicht an' day are ane to me 1 
'Like in an' out the body thou 

Art flittin' aye afore my e'e. 

Tuts ! kisses I lips were made for them ; — 
That point was settled auld lang syne ; 

An' yours, Jean, like the stars, proclaim 
" The han' that made us is divine." 
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Sin' life, we're tauld, 's a stormy sea, 
Where mony dangers us beset ; 

The voyage aften lang an' dreigh, 
And anchorage-ground fu' bad to get ; 

It's hard to sail aside, I ween, — 
E'en for a warslin' saunt, a'most ! — 

Sic twa bright reefs o' coralline ; 
An' no to land upo' the Coast 

Hech ! but it seems your mirth to tickle ; 

Though to mysel it's lauchin' nane ; 
Wha just wad think it fortune mickle. 

To be wreck'd on baith or ane. 

'Tween them, banks o' pearls lie glintin', 
Whiter than the drifted snaw : 

Sic twa lines o' beauty tintin'. 
As nae Hogarth e'er could draw. 

An' since e'en poutin' canna mar. 
Nor less their form o' beauty mak ; 

They winna mickle be the waur, 
Gin ae impression mair I tak : — 

Just ane mair, Jean, my bonnie fay ! 

Ye're only awn me twa, as yet : 
Anenst the time ye maun repay, 

I fain wad lug ye mair in debt 
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THE BUDGET. 
Written mainly at Easter-Hde^ 1863. 

" The structure of the Income Tax cannot be defended in all its parts, as 
entirely agreeable to justice : yet, its inequalities and anomalies, as they now 
exist, have, at any rate, this advantage — that they are in a great degree under- 
stood, (!) and that the back has in some degree adapted itself to the burden." (!!) 

From. Mr Gladstones speech. 

** Don't talk of retrenchment, under present circumstances." 

Lord PalmersUm. 

Pish ! fudge ! Reduce the Income Tax ! 

Think nothing more about it : 
As Titmouse said — "Fd like to ax 

How we could do without it ? 

It matters not how loudly prate 

A Leatham and a Hubbard : 
Our " little doggies " of the State 

Must find a bone in cupboard. 

" Reduction ! What absurdity 1 " 
Quoth England's famous Necker. 

" Reduction !" echoes each M.P. — 
" Naught like a full Exchequer." 



» 
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" Be d — d! who first cries Hold! Enough! 

Is Chancellor's favourite motto : 
His underiings* ^^ Lay on, Macduflf! — 

" Or, if you don't, you ought to." 

For two-pence extra in the Pound, 
The best of reasons finding : 

The barer people's bones are found, 
The fitter they're for grinding. 

To some, the burden never light 

Has grown to be so heavy, 
That they have left oflf seeking right; 

And dodge each Quarter's levy. 

Till now ! Great Nelson's signal, than 

No line of greater beauty. 
Is caricatiured ; — ^for Every man, 

'Most, tries to DO his " duty." 

No wonder is it, science lags ; 

The light of truth a taper : — 
How can a people wearing rags 

Expect to have cheap paper f 

Josephus Hume ! grave was thy fault ; 

They shunned thee as a leper I 
Who wouldn't tax the poor man's salt; 

Nor raise the " Ghost of Pepper." 



»» 
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If Hosts of angels — ^not Some One — 

Held office as recorders, 
They couldn't mark the evils done 

To low, by higher, Orders. 

Keeping poor yeomen bowels lax ; 

Six cases out of seven : — 
God ! One step further, and thej^d tax 

The very Bread of Heavea. 

Yet I voting yearly thousands more, 

To pamper heirs-apparent : 
Drawn from the vitals of the poor ; 

Who'd fain resist, but daren't. 

Is Government unpopular?— 

It is an oft-told story : — 
They just let slip the dogs of War, 

And danger culms in glory. 

Nay ! and as- though large appetite 

Required not full digestion ; 
Our ruler-lords keep out of sight 

The morale of the question. 

A House of Reftige they'll endow, 

To succour dying neighbour : 
And then pray God he'll them allow 

Few thousands quick to sabre. 



62 THOUGHTS OF LEISURE HOURS. 

Placemen, and sinecurists full, 
Strike down the arm of critic : 

So long as they have power, they'll pull 
The puppet-strings politic. 

Their interests running all one way ; 

How can it be expected 
That they'd do other than say " Nay ! " 

To one which intersected. 

For power and rule they'll ever strive : 

Don't ask them to up-level : 
They '11 ten times sooner — ^man alive ! — 

See nation to the devil. 

Besides ; so far from public debt 

An injury believing ; 
They'll tell us dangers stand, thick-set. 

Around all schemes relieving. 

Like axle-tree in Enginery, — 
What mechanicians doubt it ? — 

Thai people's neck must steadier be 
With millstone weight about it. 

Hence, William Pitt's grand sinking-fund. 
Which promised good hereafter, 

Was voted " measure-moribund," 

'Mid " cheers" and " peals of laughter :" 
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As though Old England, come what might, 

For land or ocean forces. 
Could wield her treasury-pen, and write 

" Unlimited resources." 

'Tis so. Our life's blood, drop by drop, 

They drain with tact exquisite : 
Nor deadliest hemorrhage they *11 stop, 

Whilst Revenue's defrciU 

With subsidies, as in a net, 

Ourselves and children snaring : 
Expanding aye the national debt ; 

Contracting with a Baring. 

And then, My Lords 1 how sapient 
Your " ways and means" of spending : 

Borrowing at Heav*n-knows-what per cent.. 
The very time you're lending 1 

Now pleading " balances of power ;*' 

Now subsidizing knavery ; 
They Dane and Croat freedmen dower, 

At price of Briton's slavery : 

With chest of florins Kaisers fee, 

And princes Hanoverian j 
And all the Tecks of Germany 

Refresh at springs Pierian. 
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Such, good John Bull, must be, we're sure, 
The tone of your reflections ; 

Whilst our grandees are " baiting" youry 
To pleasure theirs connexions. 

Is Abdul " sick?" He gives the hint ; 

De Redcliffe med'cine offers ; 
And cures the Turk with julep-" Mint ;" 

Anglice, English coflfers. 

The Golden Horn some danger fears ; 

Paling with dread the Crescent; 
And Taurus John lays back both ears, 

And swings his tail irascent. 

Falls Vizier Grand *neath Russian knout ? 
• We hail him as a martyr : 
And in a twinkling — " right about 1 " 
Take " steppes" to " catch a Tartar." 

With cannon balls play duck and drake, 

Across the Dardanelles ; 
And, children-like, our pastime take ; 

But not in gathering shells. 

And not on Turks, alone, we know. 
Our rulers: treasure squander ; 

They'll hire a freezing Esquimaux 
To cool a Salamander. 
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Comes black disaster from Japan ? 

Some spicy row from Java ? 
They'll " Open Sesame !" to a man, 

In style of Ali Baba. 

Anon, *neath India's lurid sky, 

Breaks forth a fierce rebellion : 
And, hocus pocus I millions fly, 

Or Governor Trevelyan. 

Nor are our pursers half content. 

To rule o*er mere terrestrials : 
They'll vote an income to be spent 

In taming down " Celestials." 

What ! though they squander more than all 
Of Chancellor Gladstone's scrapings : 

QU imporie ? — the difference is but small 
'Twixt Tape-ists red and Taepings. 

All kinds of ordnance they'll endorse ; 

An Armstrong, Colt, and Mini^ ; 
And spend whole magazines to force 

A Sovereign on New Guinea. 

All are alike, means to an end, 

For sinecurist places : 
That, in good time, " sinisters-bend" 

May change to lines of " Graces." 



E 




Yet ; would our statesmen Chiefs do dwell, 
The " times" and " signs " to ponder : 

Nor, while they Russian Eagles quell, 
Despise their native Condor. 

For, England's fate with mighty things, 

For good or ill, is pregnant : 
Though pulling hard the puppet-strings, 

In Downing Street Palm's regnant. 

Not suflfering Poland, only^ cries : — 
More dread than bark-Peruvian, 

Beneath his very feet up-rise 
Fumes murky as Vesuvian. 

A people's penury can arm 

A ruthless one, internal. 
With powers of thousand times the harm 

Of any foe external. 

Cinque-port defences ; batteries-Coast j 
He's down our gullets crammed : — 

Some day he'll count without his host. 
And find his " Wardship" d— d. 

Our " third estate " rocks to and firo. 

As staggered once Pompeii : 
Unfelt, as yet, the mortal throe — 

Vox populi^ vox Dei, 
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For they* have lost an El-do-rad, 
Whence mmes of wealth were gotten : 

Besides their Lady Queen, they had 
Another King \ — ^King Cotton. 

No wonder then, when poverty 
Their hearths and homes invaded. 

Men fiercely scowled on Majesty, 
In all its pomp paraded. 

Small wonder was it, fastuous lords, 

That envy, hatred, malice. 
Should sit, unbidden, at their boards, 

And mingle in their chalice. 

Men willing, they themselves, to die 

Like martyrs at the stake. 
Rousing them, at their children's cry. 

Hell's self by storm would take. 
« « « « « % 

Take heed, then. Counsellors of your Queen, 

Nor scoflf at our misgiving : — 
Except some Aaron stand between 

The dying and the living : — 

Except some High-Priest of your race 

Shall seize his censer, en feu, 
And make " reform " with proper grace. 

The Lord have mercy on you ! 

* Lancashire Mill-workers. 
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Cold doubt both Church and State enthralls ; 

The one chance Odd or Even's, 
Whether this AGE don't stone St Paul\ \ 

And then w«-stone St StepherC^. 

How grateful, then, some hearts ! how light ! 

How measureless their blessing ! 
While premier Palm, the other night, 

Was " non-contents " addressing : 

When, waxing hot in sentiment, 
He glared upon the " benchers j" 

And roundly to the devil sent 
All chicken-soul'd retrenchers. 

Thus spake the elect of Tiverton j 
And smiled his smile sarcastic. 

As challenged he " each mother's son " 
To dare his " bull " Erastic :— 

" Who were they, dared to advocate 

Reduction of our Navy ? 
More safe than theirs the miner's state, 

Witliout an Humphrey Davy : — 

" Or England's glory-wreathfed troops ! 

Who'd vote their decimation ? 
A lady fair * to conquer, stoops ;* — 

But not the British Nation. 
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" Retrench 1 By Jove ! Ye make me laugh, 
Ye counsellors of * half-measure ; ' 

Whilst every day swells out your staff 
Of citizens in azure. 

" And ; by all saints that ever here, 

Opposing benches sat on, 
You I conjiire, don't interfere 

With M.P.* gyves and baton. 

" Ye surely wouldn't ride, again, 

This poorest of your hobbies : 
To unkennel poor Sir Richard Mayne, 

And half his pack of bobbies !" 

The public safety them demands ; 

The roll of crime's increasing ; 
For, rents of I-.aw like rents of Lands 

Must ever follow " leasing." 

Right Honourables ! — ^not a few — 
Ye'd change your hours of sleeping ; 

If P. C, angels hadn't you 

In guard and nightly keeping I 

All this the veteran premier said : 

As yet — Oh ! degradation ! — 
They hadn't A Castle made 

A sort of Manor Station. 

• * Metropolitan Police. 
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" Retrenchment measures, then, the/d spurn, 

As Honourable M.P.Sy 
Until Sir Richard could return 

His Newgate cells as * empties.* " 

Thus, for three quarter-hours Palm stood, 
And laughed his laugh derident ; 

Lulling to calm the raging flood. 
As though he'd Neptune's trident. 

And still Old Palm, untiring, speaks ; 

Nor yet his climax reaches. 
Till, to their pale and safiron cheeks, 

Came back the glow of peaches. 

Nay ! once again his steps he bent 

O'er field he erst had trodden ; 
As though he'd Holmedon supplement 

With victory of Flodden : — 

" Retrench I " quoth he ; — " Not in our docks ! 

Ye've heard what says our * Necker ; ' 
That there is now on Cherbovug Stocks 

Another French three-decker ! 

" Retrench, forsooth ! while * stripes and stars ' 

So menace England's glory ? 
Forbid it, every son of Mars, 

No matter Whig or Tory. 
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" Good Heav'ns I What will ye do, full-grown, 

With all your living chattels ? 
If Neptune throws his trident down, 

And Mars no longer battles ? 

" Gad ! If these avenues ye close, 

The arm/s and the navy's, — 
There's nothing left but Brazen-Nose ; 

Short pay and long peccavis. 

" Zounds I but ye'd find it different, far, 
From * right advance ! ' and * steady ! ' 

Besides — of priests, such as they are, 
We've quantum suf, already. 

" Scarce dai*e we this to contemplate : — 

How, ds it isy they tease us : 
Those to * collate; ' these to ' translate; ' 

And all for love of Jesus. 

"Although ; when all is said and done, — 

I speak the truth ; what care I ? — 
These same will answer— every one — 

' Nolo Episcopari /' 

" What would ye do ? — ^just mark my words ! 

And let them serve as beacons, — 
Were all your lads who wear good swords 

Converted into deacons?" 
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*Tis bad enough, in Heaven's name, 
When starveling, half-clad curates, 

Are forced by poverty to claim 
Exemption from the poor-rates. 

Half-starved ? Great God ! mere skin and bone ; 

From " hungering and thirsting :" 
Though " after righteousness " alone 

Their bishops swell to bursting ! 

Ah ! cozy Prelates ; stomach-tight ; 

Round-bellied Deans and Chapters ; 
Digestion waits on appetite, — 

Ye know few greater raptures. 

Hope, sure ye must that day to see, 
AVhen " stalls " and " prebendaries " 

Shall, by the gross, created be, 
Deftly as Virgin Marys. 

Else, dared ye urge, with faintest breath, 

Nor bate one jot your " station," 
A scheme would doom to living death 

The flower of all the nation ? 

Is 't not enough, as has been said, 
That hundreds now " laid-hands-on " 

Bemoan the hour they bowed their head. 
Ere putting clerkly bands on ? — 
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Shall Cjod's hired servants have " spare thanks," 

For all their sacrifices ? — 
Ten-thousand labourers pull out blanks, 

That twenty may draw prizes ? 

" Oh ! who shall answer for the ills, 

Such nieasure may engender? 
If ye, this paragon of bills, 

On niggard grounds surrender : 

" Who'll sing the song — * O, well is thee ; ' — 

If thousands more take * orders ? ' 
Or, where the ' peace and plenty ' be, 

* Within Jerusalem's borders ? ' 

" Does twenty pounds, paid quarterly, 

A working curate fatten ? — 
If not ! then what divinity 

On fifteen-ten could batten? 

"Then, view retrenchment, /r^ and con, 

As quite a business matter : 
Unless — ye'd make a * second son ' 

Your cobbler, or your hatter ! " 

Thus fought our premier of renown ; 

And victory his, for certes : 
He felt assured, ere he sat down. 

That he had " pinked " both parties. 



74 THOUGHTS OF LEISURE HOURS. 

And now, retrenchers, it was plain, 
Their strong-holds would abandon : 

For, even "crown-piece "-chaired 
Was left no leg to stand on. 



A Colonel of Militia, se; 

With "bounty" to "recruit" in'tl 
Who ever dreamt, on earth, that he 

Would have so put his foot in't? 

The Solon! Was't not evident, 

As cinnabar vermilion's, 
Twas vain to carp at thousands spent. 

Where he had voted millions ? 

No wonder, premier-militant 

Roared,, thundering, in his ears — 

" Refuse a capitation grant I 
For patriot volunteers 1 ! " 

Poor, silly lordling ! Well he may 
Eschew, from henceforth, figures : 

They've gained for him the soubriquet^ 
Bum Barco, King of Niggar's. 

Retrenchment, then, 's a still-bom wish 
Our lords will brook no tetherin' ; 

Till there arise some Son of Kish, 
A head above his brethrai. 
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But let such leader once arise ; 

And woe ! to powers despotic : 
When tiers Hat shall ope its eyes, 

As from a sleep narcotic : 

When men of pith those powers shall wiel^, 
With which kind Heav'n has blessed them : 

No " favour " granted ; but " fair field " 
'Gainst those who've long oppressed them. 

Time, else, will come — ^Ay ! come it must — 
When tottering State and Steeple 

Shall bow them down, e'en to the dust, 
Before an outraged people : 

When boasters of mock sovereignty — 

The accidents of birth — 
Shall hear themselves adjudged to be 

Usurpers of God's Earth. 
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SONG : BONNIE LASSIE. 

The Summer's bright beauties nae mair shall enchant me; 

Ujiheard the sweet zephyr shall whistle his glee ; 
But, the lovely red rose of Alauna shall haunt me, 

Sin' thou, bonnie lassie, art severed frae me. 

Unreft of her glory, the Night-orb shall glisten \ 
The cloud-kissin' billows shall sport roun' her knee : 

But on my gloomy soul no' a day-star hath risen 
Sin' thou, bonnie lassie, wert severed frae me. 

Still, the gay-plumaged host, as in sportive g3rration 
They wing the pure ether, shall chant as they flee : 

Though /wander unmoved by the warblin' creation. 
Sin' thou, bonnie lassie, wert severed frae me. 

What, tho' Autumn's brown aflfspring are ripe for incision; 

I cannot awa' wi' the fruit o' a tree : 
For I lost the ane-apple that bloomed in my vision, 

When thou, bonnie lassie, wert severed frae me. 

Oh, sough then ! ye Norwin's that sweep o'er the lawlan; 

Ye cauld bitter blasts that mak welcome a bie ! * 
An' the twa kiuttlet seats I'll keep lane on the hallan, 

Till my ain bonnie lassie has come back to me. 

* Bie or bield. , t Kiuttle, to cuddle. 




EXTRACTS FROM "TELESCOPIC MUSINGS." 

PRIDE — BOTTLE CUSTOM — ^THE PEER AND THE PAUPER, 

Pride ! which would hardly an exponent find, 
Save for the Mammon worship of mankind. 
Yet, such the empire of that Moloch god. 
His dynasty extends beneath the sod. 

And if grim Death can't give trtie spirit levels 
Who'll then deny that PRIDE's our Greatest Devil ? 

Where is thy victory, Grave ? Death, where thy sting? 
Where pride and pomp seem stamped on every thing : 
Where fashion's claims, and luxury's display, 
Transform Night's sorrow into joy of Day : 
Where grief is dosed with " hock ; " or foully burked 
By O.P. cogniac lavishly uncorked. 

A brother dies, racked with delirium tremens ; 
No angels round him ; but a pack of demons. 
Endowed with gifts of mind his Age to bless. 
Yet adding only to its wretchedness. 
Frank, open-hearted, winning love from all ; 
Who mightn't weep for such untimely fall ! 

See ! where the mourners mute in sable dress 
Tread lightly, though in very heaviness. 
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His poor young wife and children watching there, 
For sound of shuffling feet upon the stair, 
That they might give one " Ever-of-thee " fond look, 
As by the door those loved remains they took. 

In mournful garb we gather round his bier ; 
Nor seek to up-dam the bitter, blinding tear. 
Yet, strange as true ! the curse that laid him low 
Is proffered us, ere to the grave we go. 

Not even his sad fate — though well it might — 
'Gainst this damned custom could enlist the right. 
Nay, more ! as though it were some festive scene. 
With but short tragic interlude between. 
We know the bottles on the board remain — 
And they'll be gladl^^ to see us back again. 

Oh, scandalous shame ! Unworthy of the Age ; 
Of dark and barbarous times the appanage. 
That ever such — forbid it, Heavenly Powers ! — 
Be witnessed at funeral rites of Ours. 
Rather let such be poured — ^we will it so— 
In deep libations down to Hell below. 

Nor, surely, can it with much truth be said, 
With colouring we've our picture over-laid. 
Are not the funeral customs of our day 
Too oft a hollow show, a farce-like play ? 
Especially so amongst our highest classes. 
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Whose spurious coin so oft, for current, passes : 
With whom to eat and drink, and merry be. 
Would seem to embrace Man's whole Economy. 

Rapt in the sensual pleasmres of the table. 
Life only real seems ; Death but a fable. 
It almost needs an Abraham faith to hold 
That aught is more to be desired than gold \ ^ 
Since Wealth, in life, commands the world's esteem, 
And maketh " Death's March," ev'n, a triumph seenL 

A Duke deceases ; and a servile host 

Pay him all sorts of honours, mortem post : 

Watch o'er his rotting corpse for days and nights ; 

And rush in thousands to the obsequious rites : — 

Just as tho' Death, in spite of Heaven's decree, 

Had won a more than common victory ! — 

Where proud Mausoleum waits him ; lordly rest ; 

[No lord should lie on his Mother Earth's damp breast] 

And blazoned scroll and rampant heraldry 

Shall bear his fame to far posterity. 

The pauper dies ; and to his cold, dank bed 

Is borne along our streets with hurried tread ; 

Unnoticed by one glance or passing thought : — 

[When dead duke passed, whole window-sites were bought.] 

So constituted is the popular mind. 

It glories in " the distinguished" of its kind. 
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Whether as " gaxter'd" lord, or Newgate wretch 
Whose neck Old Calcraft is about to stretch, 
Fame has its votaries who stream abreast, 
The first, to watch in Abbey laid to rest : 
While gaping crowds our very attics throng. 
To see some Tyburn hero pass along. 

Not so it is with pauper's poor remains : 

He lacks the klat of felon hung in chains. 

Beyond a Bankrupt's Court unknown to fame, 

He, to its trumpet-note, possessed no claim : 

Scorning to flourish as a living lie, 

He for his portion chose bare penury. 

Unlike some public, parabolic men. 

Who owe their " fifty" and write down their " ten :'* 

Whole " hundreds" sink so deeply in their ledgers. 

That even " scholards" fail to act as dredgers : 

Find entries — jQ^, loan — in cash-book ; and 

Spoil a neat job by immature demand : 

Dream of their " hacks" in harness, going like steam ; 

And debiting with three half-crowns their dream : 

Make false returns of Annual Revenue ; 

Illustrating the cheat, and liar, too : 

Shuffle off burdens, legal, when these pinch ; 

And for an ell's turn-over give an inch : 

Schedules endorse with 8 — mistake for lo — 

With all the airs of verity ! ! And then 

Appeal to Heav'n, as though a God were non esfy 

To bear them public witness they are honest : 
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Adepts at " throwing-the-hatchet" exercise ; 
By one Munchausen " heave" landing the prize. 
Gross frauds contriving with a skill to hush, 
That would have made the "Artful Dodger" blush. 

Beside these " green bay trees" with tops so high, 
Withered 's the object of our sketch, and dry. 
Albeit the time had been — Heav'n witness us ! 
He was to them a Cedar of Libanus. 
Bom to a silver spoon ; in early youth 
He embraced a lie, and hugged it as the truth. 
Wrecked by a scoundrel in the mask of friend, 
He trusted, yet again : — ^and lo ! his End ! 

Unmoumed, uncared^or, if not quite unknown, 
He passes to his lowly bed, and lone : 
Nor pit)dng eye, nor moment's bated breath, 
Attests the presence of almighty Death. 
No barfed head ; no mark ; no tribute paid ; 
The hum of commerce not one moment stayed. 
No Undertaker's measured, solemn strut ; 
According to Death's " rank," so much per foot ! 
No sombre Mute, with head-piece closely shorn. 
And down at mouth, like hackney off his com : 
With fancy calves and taflfrail stuflfed with hair. 
To make him "VfhzX. Jules Ptre calls debonnaire. 
No black kid gloves />^j^ trembling fingers shroud ; 
Scarcely with strength, to lift the pall, endowed. 
KIDS ! ! not a pair of cotton-threads, you see : — 
Sirs ! for a pauper, what a farce 'twould be ! 




No triune coffin ; but a plain deal box ; 

And painted black as Erebus and Nox : 

Whereon, with bit of common chalky is told 

Oiu* brother's name — and, if they know *t, how old. 

There ! where of late was borne the ermined pall, 

Duly looped up by privileged seneschal ; 

Where thousands followed pomp but yesterday, 

And horse and footmen, mingling, blocked the way ; 

Lank poverty, scarce shrouded^ now moves on 

The mile-long track to dark oblivion. 

Oblivion ! swift as dark ! For, stinted rite 

Too oft the pauper hurries from our sight. 

Not being Prudhoe's Lord, nor Cleveland's Raby, 

He's huddled under-ground as soon as may be. 

But why, poor Outcast, prate of thy hard doom ; 
Thy change of garret for yet narrower room ? 
Like mathematician's point, filling no space ; 
Leaving behind thee, hence, nor mark nor trace : 
Seen for a moment, passing from our sight \ 
As cloud o'er setting sun obcures the light. 

• 

Life's but a vapour, at the best : but thine 
A noxious one ; though after type divine. 

— ^Why speak of this ? while we with tearless eye 
See borne to dust our true Nobility : 
See the pale Conqueror strike with ruthless hand 
The really great and worthy of the land : 



M 
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Lay Faraday " the glorious " down to rest 

Without one bauble honour on his breast I — 

When 'tis tiie fashion tinsel rank to grace, 

As Hindoos do their Crods, with graduate place : 

So high the niche, so many arms to " quarter \ " 

Ribbon for "cross" tithe breadth of that for ** garter :" — 

When wealth, alone, a savate can install 
In chiefest place, where savants crowd the " Hall ; " 
Can drag the wheel tires of some Congress train, — 
A ton of dross to corpuscle of brain : — 

When we to truth prefer a paradox ; 

And hope alone exclude Pandora's box : 

Peer through our fabled sympathetic glass. 

To find a Nedjed's sinew in an Ass : 

Erect a tablet to some titled thing 

Who's passed through life — a midge upon the wing: 

Give twice three columns to some witless lord, 

Whose pelf and ancestr}*^ we must record : 

Mark pigmy's exit by a thousand signs. 

And chronicle a giant's in three lines. 

— ^Why prate of poverty, and its blank doom ; 
When GENIUS, even, scarce can bridge the tomb ! 

Oh, peerless Faraday ! un-wept, un-sung ! 
How had our Laureate's poet-harp been strung, 
Hadst thou. Great Benefactor of thy race. 
Waded through life in blood, like Apsley's Grace ? 
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How had the requiem-song of Tennyson 
Proclaimed thy praise with voice euphonion ; 
As when he sang the death-dirge of that Chief, 
In tones that woke afresh a nation's grief: — 
Apostrophizing in his crypt, the while, 
The shaker of the Baltic and the Nile ! 

&c. &c. 
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THE WATCH-MAKER'S ADDRESS. 

To the lovers of truth more than fiction ; 

To all who good-nature possess ; 
In his own somewhat technical diction, 

The Watch-maker moves an address. 

Some have made it their study, to try 

And beyond disputation to show 
That, so surely as sparks upward fly, 

The Watch-maker's wedded to woe. 

Is it proof you solicit? they'll say : 
Some examples at random we'll take : — 

Not a doubt on't, there's never a day 

But his handiwork's brought to the " STAKE:' 

And look you ! it ever has been 

A mystery deep and profound ! 
Whilst others have ounces sixteen^ 

He only has twelve to his " FOUNDS 

Is cash not of commerce the thews ? 

And discount when payments are quick ? 
Why ! the Watch-maker scarce knotirs its use, 

For the most of his trade's upon " TICK:' 
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What matter to him, though his year 
Four seasons successively bring ? 

The Watch-maker thinks it is clear 

That his principal profit's in " SPRING. 



M 



He toileth both early and late, 
His ways and his means to enlarge; 

And though bankruptcy's seldom his fate, 
He's, day after day, on the '* VERGE r 

And then I with a choking — " Ah, me !" 
He asks who would envy his gains ? 

For though bom in the land of the FREE, 
He's ever found working in " CHAINS" 

Teetotaller ! fain would he be ; 

For the better he works : but, alas ! 
He laments with a tear in his e'e. 

That he cannot do wanting his " GLASS,"" 

Care full to the brim is his cup ; 

And the whole of his troubles to crown, 
Though to-day his affairs are " WOUND UP;' 

To-morrow will find them ''RUN DO WNr 

Still, be this the truth, as it may. 
He makes it his earnest endeavour 

To give the true time of the day 
To all who extend him their favour. 
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With his plyers, a brush, and a skewer ! 

The ''hair he enables to ''go:' 
All the evils of tick he can cure, 

Excepting the " tic-douioureux:' 

Then, let your kind favours be granted : — 
Dame Fortune ! he yet will deceive her : 

Archimedes a fulcrum but wanted, 

To move the whole world with his " LE VERr 

So, as long as his " mainspring" endures. 
Will the Watch-maker thank ane and a'. 

And in duty subscribe himself — " Yours, 
Most respectfully, WAG at the WAT 




4' 
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EVENING MEDITATION AND PRAYER. 



SUBJECTS OF REFLECTION. 



Psalm cxxxix. z & 2. — " O Lord, thou hast searched me out and known me ; 
thou imderstandest my thoughts afar off." 

Isaiah Ixvi. 2. — " But to this man will I look, even to him that is poor and of a 
contrite spirit, and that trembleth at my word." 

Job xi. 7. — ** Canst thou by searching find out God? Canst thou find out the 
Almighty to perfection?" 

Ibid. ix. 6, 7, 8, 9, &c. — "Which shaketh the earth out of her place, and the 
pillars thereof tremble. Which commandeth the sun, and it riseth not ; and 
sealeth up the stars. .Which alone spreadeth out the heavens, and treadeth 
upon the waves of the sea. Which maketh Arcturus, Orion, and Pleiades, and 
the chambers of the south." 

" The fotmder of the celebrated school of Astronomy at Crotona, was a native 
of Samos, an island in the i£gean Sea. Five centiuies before the Christian era, 
Pythagoras, after travelling for 30 years in Egypt and Chaldea, and spending 
several more in Sparta, returned to his native island to impart his knowledge to 
his Countrymen. But they feared to incur the displeasure of the gods by so free 
an inquiry into the wonders of the skies, and gave him but an tmwelcome recep- 
tion ; which caused him to leave them, and to establish the above-named school 
upon the south-eastern coast of Italy." Secular History. 

Psalms viii. & ix. 1, 3, & i. — *' O Lord, how excellent is thy name in all the 
earth 1 who hast set thy glory above the heavens. When I consider the heavens, 
the work of thy fingers ; the moon and the stars which thou hast ordained ; I will 
praise thee, O Lord, with my whole heart ; I will show forth all thy marvellous 
works." 

Psalm ciii. 13 ; First Epistle General of John iv. 9 ; Revelation xiiL 8 ; 
and First of Peter i. 12. — " Like as a father pitieth his children, so the Lord 
pitieth them that fear him." '' In this was manifested the love of God toward 
us, because that God sent his only-begotten Son into the world, that we might 
live through him." "The Lamb slain from the foundation of the world." 
** Which things the angels desire to look into." 

Litiu-gy—" Gloria Patri, et Filio, et Spiritui Sancto." 
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O Thou Great Being, unto whom all hearts 
Are open ; and their inmost secret parts 

All fully known ; 
In humble spirit and with righteous fear 
Seeking to know Thee, only to revere ; 
Bear with us lovingly while we draw near 

Thine august throne. 

But for Thy promise. Lord, that drawing nigh 
To Thee in confidence, Thou firom on high 

Would'st stoop to hear ; 
We'd dare not utter what our heart impels. 
Nor lift our eyes to where Thine honour dwells : — 
Thy kind assurance all our doubting quells ; 

And we draw near. 

In lowliest form of adoration bent, 
Thy grace ineffable and sacrament 

We, longing, wait. 
So shall our bodies with our souls up-rise, 
Hymning to Thee their grateful sacrifice, 
Upward firom Earth and through the archfed skies. 

To Heaven's own gate. 

Yet, how should we Thy GREATNESS contemplate, 
Who art above all comprehension — " GREAT " : 

So little we ! 
But, that Thy goodness hath it so ordained. 
By so out-searching Thee, our spirits trained 
To higher thoughts, at last might be regained 

Heaven lost, and Thee. 
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Finite and Infinite ! How more than vain 
Our unassisted reason to attain 

To things divine : 
But, by the revelation of Thy Will, 
And all Thy varied Works of power and skill. 
Thou hast seen good our hungering souls to fill 

With bread and wine. 

Thou*st given us to explore vast Nature's field ; 
To scan her glorious works ; therein revealed 

Thyself supreme. 
What ! though it be, our weak contracted gaze 
Shrinks, blinded, from the unclouded zenith rays : 
Vouchsafe us, of Thy wondrous works and ways. 

Some brighter gleam. 

Should we like them of Samos's fair isle. 
Spurn from us Children of the sacred Nile, 

Or Chaldic seers ? 
Them ! who unveiled Earth's hidden mysteries, 
And opened out the secrets of the skies, — 
As they of Old, Pythagoras the Wise, 

With childish fears ? 

May it suffice to know, with Israel's King, 

Of Heaven's bright radiances the source and spring; 

Nor seek for more ? — 
To know that Sun and Moon Thou did'st ordain. 
And stars which rise and set and wax and wane 
Are all Thy handiwork ; nor strive to attain 

To higher lore ? 



« 




Holy of Holies ! pardon if we sin, 
Peering Thine archives curiously within, 

Ev'n to adore. 
No vain aspiring wings our upward flight ; 
Nor, moth-like, would we seek our death in light ; 
But that, in wonder lost, laud Thee we might, 

For ever-more. 

Thine infinite wisdom telleth day to day : 

All wonder thralling ; as it shall for aye : — 

Great Mystery : 

Our fullest science but an opening cloud 

Through which Thy glory breaketh; scarce endowed 

With strength to lift an out-skirt of that shroud 

Which hideth Thee. 
m m m * * 

ALPHA — ^the First — the Cause of all that is : 

Source of all life : Almighty Genesis : 

We praise Thy Name. 
Nor thine. Omega, less ! For, in it lies 
An earnest that all spiritualities 
Shall, in the END^ have title to the skies ; 

Redeemed from shame. 

Oh ! that our simple faith Thy Truth may prove ; 
Based on Thy mercy sure, and boundless love, 

Through Ages past : 
Far short all other Creeds would seem to fall 
Of that great power and rule Imperial ; 
When Christ shall reign, and God be All in All : — 

The " FIRST and LAST." 



i • 
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God over All : Enthroned in cloudless light : 

Its essence and its source : with whom *s no night : 

Great Central Sun : 
Having no orbit : for THOU art everywhere: 
All other Sun-worlds — not one here and there, 
But myriads on myriads — ^Thy praise declare, 

Eternal One. 

In the beginning— if beginning were— 

King without Court ; and Thine Own Counsellor 

In everything : 
Omniscient Thyself ; Thyself Unknown : 
Ere yet those ministers before Thy throne 
Created were : holding High State, alone : 

Subjectless King. 

Thou saidst : — ^And angels and archangels stand, 
And six-winged seraphs, waiting Thy command ; 

With veiled face : 
And power-armed chiefs of every degree 
Marshal their hosts around the glassy sea \ 
Ready to bear Thy Sovereign embassy 

Throughout all space. 

Thou spak'st : — And countless vestal lamps up-light 
Thy regal palace-chambers, infinite : 

But, where Thy throne 
And special presence are, the unclouded sheen 
Of Suns whose lustre doth incamardine 
Pales and grows dim ; though bright as cherubin 

Each starry zone. 
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Taught by Thy Word, but this we understand — 
All things t?iat are sprang forth at Thy command ; 

Obedient : 
Nor finite ken may ever apprehend 
Creation's heights ; nor to its depths descend ! 
In their beginnings — for there is no end — 

All-excellent. 

Lord of all Power; whose might all thought confounds : 
The One Great Circle which all radii bounds : 

We worship Thee. 
Of universal potencies the Sum ; 
Though rebels from Thine empire yet are some ; 
Heaven, Earth, and Hell shall see Thy Kingdom come. 

Most gloriously. 

Yet, in Thy POWER— almighty attribute— 
We laud Thee not alone. A fairer suit 

Of service Thine : 
Thy mercy, boundless as Thy power, we adore : 
Thy father-love enduring ever-more ; 
Thy grace ; and richer blessings still in store ; 

Build up our shrine. 

Father in Heaven, Thy love 'tis ours to claim : 
Rejoicing by that ever-blessed name 

To know Thee best : 
Too prone, alas ! in waywardness to roam \ 
As helpless children, trustingly, we come, 
Beseeching Thee again to take us home 

To Thee and rest 
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Father ! but surely not that name, alone ! 
There is a title yet of sweeter tone 

We yearn to hear: 
Tis Abba Father — father dear — ^which tells 
Of love that from the heart's full depth up-wells \ 
Which from the breast all fear and doubt expels, 

And dries each tear. 

O, Love divine ! O, blessed free-gift grace ! 
Which from the World's foundation owned a place 

In councils Thine : 
While angel-hosts upon it, wondering, gaze ; 
Stringing their golden harps to ransom lays ; 
What privilege to utter forth its praise 

At earthly shrine ! 

And by that love unchanging, 'tis that Thou 
Dost kindly call us to approach Thee now, 

All trustingly. 
Love more than this, not eVn in Godhead lies : 
The mystery of all Thy mysteries ; 
Thy well-belovbd Son's great sacrifice 

On Calvary. 

Oh, heavenly Father, King Eternal, Lord ; 
Accept us for His Sake — the Eternal Word ; 

To whom, with Thee 
And Thy blest Spirit, Holy Three in One, 
Let songs of praise ascend in unison, 
From men on earth and angels round Thy throne. 

Unceasingly. 
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SONG : " THE HEROES OF ENGLAND.'' 
Music by Mr T. A. Marsh. 

Published by Cocks & Co., London ; and Dedicated by Permission 

To His Grace Algernon, Fourth Duke of 

Northumberland, K.G. 

Shades of the Valiant ! in battle renowned ; 

We sing of your prowess and might ; 

When Britain*s armed hosts in the death-fray were found, 

For " Freedom," for " God and the Right." 

Let the blood-furrowed slopes of an Alma bear test, 

Though brave were the Sons of her soil, 

That the bravest of All that now sleep on her breast, 

Were the Heroes from Albion's Isle. 

England, dear England ! thy flag is unfurled ; 
And its motto is — England ! the Ark of the World. 

Peace ! peace I to the souls of the gallant who fell, 
When the trump sounded ** Charge /" o*er their grave : 
And thy mounds, Balaclava, all-hallowed shall tell 
To all ages — " Beneath, lie the brave." 
Oh ! where is the daring in annals of war. 
To rival brave Cardigan's band : 
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When the Light-Horse of England, disdaining a scar, 
Yielded life at the word of command ! 

England, dear England ! thy flag is unfurled ; 
And its motto is — England I the Ark of the World. 

Sleep on ! 'midst your trophies, ye Inkermann slain : 

Our flags bear that " passage of arms ; " 

When the Muscovite siu-ged like a flood o*er the plain. 

As the Ocean when lashed by its storms. 

Then stood ye. Great Britons, the Russ's fierce blow, 

Like your island-rocks, dauntless and bold : 

Sixty thousand to ten was the strength of the foe 

That, backward, in triumph ye rolled. 

England, dear England ! thy flag is unfurled ; 
And its motto is — England ! the Ark of the World. 

Then fell the brave Cathcart, of Kaffir-land fame ; 

As a soldier would die — in the strife : 

And, faUing, bequeathed to his Country a name 

E'en greater in death than in life. — 

Oh ! Shades of the Martial ! tho' naught we can give 

May ransom one life that hath sped ; 

'Mid the salvoes of joy for our warriors that live, 

We ofl: breathe a sigh for the dead. 

England, dear England ! thy flag is unfurled ; 
And its motto is — England ! the Ark of the World. 
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And rest thee, brave Raglan ! for heard is thy prayer ; 

The Giant Sebastopol falls; 

Though, the hearts that are broken, the looks of despair, 

Are much to exchange for its walls. 

But, hath England no tear for her children to shed ? 

Oh, yes ! though still proud of their might : 

And She grieves not as one without hope for her dead ; 

Since their death-cry was — " God and the Right /" 

England, dear England ! thy flag is unfurled ; 
And its motto is — England ! the Ark of the World. 
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THE CHAPLET OF WILD-FLOWERS. 

** The azured harebell like thy veins ; 
The violet dim as Juno's eyes." — Skakspeare, 

** We, also, have given up our soul to these two enchanting narcissuses. We, 
also, have placed our hearts upon these two dark hyacinths."— ^^j/?^. 

A wreath of bright wild-flowers entwine 

Me, round thy snowy brow ; 
A fairer coronet for thine 

Thou could'st not wear, I trow : 
An' it were one of golden sheen, 

And decked with many a gem. 
It wouldn't make for thee, my Queen, 

A richer diadem. 

Bind on its frontlet rui^i rose, 

Emblem of royal race, 
When in its brightest tints it blows, 

With buds of opening grace : 
Embosomed deep in shining sprays 

Of odorous leaf, and green ; 
What beauty worthier of our lays 

Than poet's eglantine ? 

With circling bands of lilac ; bright 

With pyramids of bloom. 
All-interlaced with catkins light. 

And buds of golden broom, 
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Blend clustering gems of laurel-spurge ; 

And misletoe's pale shoot : — 
Later, its bulbous fruit might urge 

The worshipper to loot ! 

Nor primrose, salver-shaped, ignore, 

With lanceolated leaf; 
Nor violets off the spring-time's floor. 

Of fragrant flowers the chief : — 
Viola t which tunes the wild-bird's voice. 

That tastes its sweets in spring ; 
And makes the woodland shades rejoice 

With perfumes vibrating. 

Yet would I have to grieve the loss — 

Thy garland not to share — 
Of yellow-eyed palustris-oxo^^ 

With rim of beauty rare : 
And starry hyacinth, and blue, 

And wood anemone ; 
And, emblem of affection true. 

The ivy wreathe for me. 



* It is a custom In many parts of the country, about Christmas time, to hang 
up a circlet or bimch of holly intermixed with misletoe, beneath which, when so 
caught, any yoimg rosy-lipped dimple-cheek'd damsel may be saluted — kissed, 
in fact — with impunity. That is to say : — without the sweet-sipping swain risking 
to be sentenced by some anti-Kysso effete Worshipful or other, to pay a fine of 
fifty shillings for battery and assault ; with the alternative of fourteen days' 
retirement from society, on a strictly-regulated dietary. 
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Entwine me these a floral crown 

Around thy queenly brow ; 
With others of no less renown, 

An' these are' not enow. 
Not Orient pearls nor rubies rare 

I 'd wish them to replace ; 
Nor glittering band of sapphires, there. 

Could thee, my Queen, so grace. 

A chaplet, then, of wild-flowers twine 

Me, round thy snow-white brow ; 
A fairer coronet for thine, 

Thou could'st not have, I trow : 
Tho' it were one of golden sheen. 

And decked with many a gem, 
I wouldn't wish for thee, my Queen, 

A richer diadem. 
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COLENSO AND THE BISHOPS. 



On this subject, we think it right to observe diat we in no wise identify our 
own with the belief of Dr Colenso. We simply note some of his opinions, and 
the judgment of many who have had much better opportunities than we, of esti- 
mating his character, whether as a diyine, or a fearless expositor of his con- 
victions. Indeed, we cannot but think his retention of the office of a Bishop was 
far from right : that, in fact, it was incompatible alike with good taste, and the 
special conditions of his election to the same. We hold, it would have been 
more manly, and honester, to have come out of the Church, altogether, professing 
such views as he does. His conscientiousness, at the same time, we think it 
folly to deny. And we must confess, we would much rather have a conscientious, 
stubborn doubter, than an insincere professor, or non-enquiring, rest-me-contented 
hierophant, any day. 

How Strange the times in which we live ! 

How troublous and disjointed : 
When " buttocks-cross " each other give 

The chiefs of God's Anointed. 



Not Scotts,* nor Coopers,* of Carlisle, 
Nor Richard Wright* of Longtown, 

" Put in the hank " in better style, 
When wanting Bishop strong down. 

And famed as Easter's ever been. 

For wrestlers and ascetics, 
No Age so rife as this^ I ween, 

For Biblical athletics. 

* Famous Wrestlers. 



\ 
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Our Bishops, too, must have their " lawn ; " 
Their " rules " and " convocations : " 

Their heavy and their light weights drawn ; — 
Their " umpires " all the Nations. 

This year, a Giant calls aloud ; 

Daring his peers to " girth " him : 
And, to the dust must they be bow*d ; 

Or, vice versa^ " earth " him. 

Be wary ! then, " successors " all : 
Nor Laud, nor Hall, nor Hooper, 

E'er ventured on a credo " fall " 
With such a cassock'd Cooper. 

All eyes of Christendom glare round 

Your prize-ring sacerdotal ; 
Where staunch Colenso keeps his ground, 

'Gainst Bench of Bishops total 

The " tussle " to this combatant, or 

Thai one, must prove fatal : 
And millions watch the struggle, Cant-er- 

Bury versus Natal, 

The latter scouts the Pentateuch ; 

And mocketh with his pen, so, 
That were it not a Holy Book, 

They'd with \\.fell Colenso. 
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Though such a use of it, we rate, 

Might even be defended : — 
In breaking skin of outside pate. 

The inside 's often mended. 

It may be, in this, Natal 's wrong — 

Some call him a blasphemer — 
Yet who can say he is not strong 

In faith of his Redeemer ? 

It may not necessary be, 

To ensure him peaceful slumbers, 
That he believe, impHcitly, 
•The whole of Book of Numbers. 

It stands no more, few doubts should make 

A wholesale unbeliever. 
Than cholera, plague, and Yellow Jack, 

Must follow jungle fever. 

A single doubt, an honest ban. 

Of what is dim to reason, 
Will never damn an honest man. 

Nor reckoned be " high treason." 

% % % % 

But to our subject : — Bitter are 

The maranaths and fuming, 
Of those who think the " Tnagister*^ 

Colenso is assuming. 
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Long Ages past have Mitres sung 
Their " faith " in tones euphonial ; 

Till now this knell of discord's rung 
From bishopric Colonial. 

Our Natal bishop wrestles thus, 
And fast his " grip " maintaineth — 

The English Bible's fiction plus : 
By minus " five " it gaineth. 

And so, his loins up-girdeth he, 
And dares the " Bench " to battle ; 

To settle what's divinity, 
And what man's tittle-tattle. 

He vows that certain " pieces " are 
Mere Rabbi's work prosaic : 

This Coloured here ; that fitted there ; 
Like other works Mosaic. 

Earth never did, he says, contain 
Such " fountains " deep, or " well " huge 

Nor all heav*n's open'd windows rain 
Enough for Moses' deluge. 

As for the Exodus ! 'twas fiidge 1 
Quite fabulous that journey : 

And if so ; Moses wasn't Judge, 
Nor Aaron Law-attorney. 



THOUGHTS OF LEISURE HOURS, 105 

Their " wanderings " in the Wilderness 

He shrivels up in toto : 
He sees no reason for *t : — unless 

They had no place to go to. 

Anon, at Cynic's keen retort, 

He strips that fabrication — 
That in the tabernacle's court 

Was gathered " All the Nation/' 



As soon he'd pubHsh, as a fact, 
That his Cathedral steeple 

If systematically pack'd 
Would hold " AU Natal people. 



j> 



Ten-hundred-thousand souls ! they make 
That nation : — quam absurdum I 

And forthwith add — " When Moses spake 
That ALL the people heard him." 

Such grave absurdity it was. 

That Natal tum'd dissenter : 
For where the proof? that Moses' jaws 

Were hundred-power of Stentor ! 

But, it is not what Natal saith, 

Or any other Bishop : 
Men are not bound to purchase faith 

At either their, or his, shop. 
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Yet; as the guardians of the " Law ;" 

What honour to defend it ! 
What praise ! if it unshred ye draw 

From hands that strive to rend it 

Up, then ! some Hutton of the Kirk ; 

Some Rule-o'-Three logician ; 
And prove this false Colonial Clerk 

A bad arithmetician. 

Go ', take a berth in Noah*s ship : 

Ay ! and defend it strongly : 
Nor fear to make your trial trip, 

Save under Cantab Longley. 

Come ! arch-priest ; with your crew embark, 
" Yo, heave !" to strains of Tallis : 

If once these waves o'erwhelm the " Ark," 
Its wreck will crush the " Palace." 

Come ! don all cassocks for the fight : 
Up ! from your beds of roses ; 

And prove the Pentateuch all right, 
As handed down by Moses. 

Come ! Canterbury ; meet your foe, 
With ^^grip^* like boa-constrictor's : 

The Church stands waiting for the " throw .•" 
Her laurels-wreathed the victor's. 
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Ye call your gracious Queen your " head ! " 
And thus ye make the fight hers : — 

Then, on her Crown fresh lustre shed 
Her body-guard of mitres. 

Up 1 and defend your muniments, 

By water-mark and fossil. 
Be bold ! as warrant your descents 

From Peter the Apostle. 

Hold ! by the shells of Ararat, 

By turtle dove and raven, 
The general tradition that 

On all men's minds is graven. 

Arm ye ! with hierogl)^hics found 

In neighbourhood of Cairo : 
And plant the Church's eagles round 

The catacomb of Pharaoh. 

Egypt secure with rank and file ; 

Ne'er mind Beersheba nor Dan : 
Your forces post along the Nile : — 

The time will come for Jordan. 

And oh ! what legendary lore 

Lies hidden in that dread sea ! 
Couldn't some diver-priest explore 

The bottom of the Red Sea ? 
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Surely, if anything there could 

So vexed a question settle, 
'T would be to fish up from its flood 

Few thousand tons of metal. 

Not after that^ would Natal fight. 

Or ever more wag his jaw : 
But all appear as fair to sight 

As Moses' view oflf Pisgah. 

Then ! beautiful as Sharon's rose, 
Ev'n Aaron's rod should blossom ; 

Nor sceptic sneer with thumb at nose — 
" Up gum-tree an Opossum !" 

Up, then ! stout Bishops : snap this thrall 
Which now doth pinion men so : 

Come ! give the grand and ^^ final fair^ 
To heretic Colenso. 

Come ! while we close our canzonet ; 

And by stem logic hobble him ; 
There's been no laying hands on, yet. 

Commensurate with this Problem. 
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EXTRACT FROM OUR "TELESCOPIC MUSINGS." 



THE CHIEF SEATS IN THE SYNAGOGUE. 



And as in Death, so in the Church and State, 

The rich must have things superfine, first-rate. 

The right of entr^ last at Temple gate ; 

And right till "Commons House" dissolves, to wait. 

At " Supper of the Lord" the first turn out : — 

A matter we'll hereafter speak about. 

Their book of God in rich emblazonry ; 

Their cushioned pews and crimson knee-stools high. 

We've known the spouse of him who wore the cassock, 

To arrogate a crimson-velvet hassock ; 

As though her knees, on silken pile at rest, 

Heav'n would look on with special interest 

Whatever is haut totiy the quite-in-vogue ; 
'Bove all " the chief seats in the synagogue." 



At Kirk, in premier pew or chancel stall. 

High-backed and square, sit Rector's family, all : — 

At Chapel, Mrs Priest's has front of rails, 

And green-baize back, with rows of big brass nails : — 

Not ev'n at Court of temporal Majesty, 

Find we such rampant aristocracy. 
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For pride of place, and fashionable pose^ 

No drawing-room more painted surfeuille shows. 

Select position ! far removed from those 

Who lack, Good Heaven ! the classic, Grecian nose. 

Whose mean projectories we observe on pugs, 

Or the Ogee spouts of ancient water-jugs. 

Whose breath, unperfumed, dainty sense offends, 

Except " Ess, Miliefleurs^^ every collect ends. 

Whose vulgar idiom, even in holy prayer, 

[Which, angel-like, transforms a beggar, there] 

Jars with a painful sense upon their ear, — 

Though sweet to HIM who stoopeth down to hear — 

And raises in their breast the wonder, whether 

They'll e'er be doomed to go to Heaven I together. 

Let menials mount ! — and welcome ! — ^by back stairs ; 
If but le grand escalier be theirs. 

Why plume and veil ? Wherein would be the use, 
If beggars' linsey fringed their satin puce ? 
Why vinaigrette, and gold-topped smelling-bottle ? 
With " Taddy's brown" an item in the tottle. 

" God's wounds !" said once a blasphemous old fool. 

Who sat on throne in lieu of ducking-stool \ — 

" God's wounds ! what would the base-bom more desire. 

Than russet gown, and smell of bog-peat fire ! 

Would the vile serf sit down in lordly halls ; 

And unkempt loons sport their ' imperials ?' 
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III 



With tunics slashed, and garnished pointe de cordon^ 
Round throats that croak like some d — dTtMtonbourdonr 

No ! No ! Apart from " right divine" of kings — 

Which Heaven has made more clear than most of things, 

Next to the virtues of the Norman breed — 

The powers of State and Church were *like agreed, 

It never could be, never should be, shown 

The poor had any rights — to call their own. 

But revenons d nos moutons : let us keep 
Few moments longer to our fold and sheep. 

Pray, why should Dives pay a pound for pew, 
Unless to keep sore Lazarus out of view ? 
Is it to be expected, Wealth and Beauty 
Should sacrifice all sense to sense of duty ? 
Ev'n for an hour, within the temple gates. 
Forget their " caste" and " difference of estates ?" 
Or, oh, most monstrous I bear the sight and touch 
Of sore-full beggar brother, and his crutch ? 

"'Tis quite ridiculous ! !" says good-fortune's child ; 
And tells her man of God " to draw it mild." 



" Though GOD, of persons, is no great respecter, 
Follows it WE should be no circumspecter ? 
*Cause Christ had fellowship with halt and maim. 
Must they ' of great possessions' have the same? 
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Surely all saints are not, per force, tag-rags ! 
All Judases who carry money bags ! " 

Just think of it a moment, and you'll see 
What Euclid calls the absurdum, Q, £. D, 

" May we not don our suave phylactery, 
And thank our brother's God we're not as he ; 
Without his pauper heart, though 'justified,' 
Beating its misereres by our side ? 
A pretty faith, indeed, we dare to think. 
That thus would have us all distinctions sink." 

" What ! Shall the * wholesale' vendor kneel at prayers, 

Cheeked by the peddling hawker of his wares ? 

To wit, the worthy squire of Frustrum Hall, 

And Jamie Heffron, of no house at all. 

By Christian rule * preferring one another,' 

Must squire give Jamie place, as elder brother ? 

Sink * box and barnacles' and Arab life. 

And seat him 'bove himself, and next his wife ? 

That comfortable, unctuous pride ignore. 

Due to his stilted grade and worldly store ? 

Is he, in turn, of polished mien and sleek. 

Not coldly shouldered by an Upper clique ? 

Whene'er by chance, and in an off-side aisle, 

His West-of-England scuffs their India pile ?" 

" Does not the spruce ' professional' mark his grade. 
By ' preference sitting,' over him in trade ? 
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Law, physic, and divinity combine 
To scout the counter-jumper's counter-sign ? 
Whilst " Lady mine " of consols, three-per-cents, 
Fat ^ District " banking-shares, and other rents. 
Sniffs the air grandly ! — Valenciennes in hand — 
As if God's Court were that of Louis (le) Grand. 
Pure turkey crimson ; as though 'neath her stays 
Coursed the best blood of all the Anglias. 
SHE I of the golden hoop, flatly declares 
Rather she never more would go to prayers. 
Than take a seat in wind of any gale 
From tunic male, or feminine farthingale. 

As for Lord Mayor, ushered in by " mace," 

Which vergers deem the symbol of God's grace, 

" Chief seat " 's to him a sort of obligation, 

And there he must be — soul and corporation. 

Still ; truth none greater : — ^Wealth won't tolerate 

Society in the conglomerate. 

No ! No ! The poor may smite upon their breasts ; 

But, afar off: — and there the matter rests. 

Your modem Pharisee won't ev'n concede 

To un-washed Publican same " dock " to plead. 

For, outr^, as a thirteenth chair at dinner. 

Is " God be merciful to me, a sinner." 

&c. &c. 



H 



" LOVE ONE ANOTHER." 

Bear with each other : — ^would the law 

Were human as divine ! — 
Why should the difference of a straw 

Estrange true hearts from mine ? 

Here^ are our interests so adverse ? 

That envy, malice, strife, 
Should rest upon us like a curse, 

Pois'ning the cup of life ? 

Bear with each other : — 'Tis not long 

The storms of life to brave : 
The time is short, for right or wrongs 

'Twixt cradle and the grave. 

What, though the world our motives brand ; 

And thrust us from its pale : 
Ev'n this^ a Christian will withstand : 

Nor in his duty fail. 

Bear with each other — ^and forbear : 

Each other's faults forgive : 
'Tis peace and joy beyond compare, 

In " unity" to live. 
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One smiling face ; bright love-lit eyes ; 

Hand warmly pressed in hand ; 
Are worth a thousand victories 

Where passions fierce command. 

Bear with each other : — You and I 

That other's weal promote : 
Nor, with a " beam "-obscured eye, 

Carp at a brother's " mote." 

For who is he, judged by the test 

Of righteousness, alone. 
At fainting heart with guilt oppressed, 

Dares cast the smallest stone ? 

Bear with each other : — Ne'er alloy 

The golden law of love : 
'Twill train our hearts for purer joy — 

Communion above. 
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LIGHTS AND SHADO WS, 

Thoughts on the Death of an Old and- Greatly- 
esteemed Friend. 

" They laid him in that narrow house, where the wicked cease from troubling, 
and the weary are at rest." ** His end was peace." 

Shadows ! Truly, we should have none, 
Save for days of cloudless sky : 

. V • < 

From horizon to horizon, 

From our birth-hour till we die, 
God^s great goodness speaks aloud 
In sunshine tempered by dark cloud. 

Who could bear its sheen unminished, 
From the dawn till fall of night ? 

Who might say — " My course is finished ; 
I have fought the Christian's fight ?" 

If, from cradle to the tomb, 

Over his spirit hung no gloom ? 

Lights and Shadows ! trooping ever 

At the tireless heels of Fate : 
Ever changing ; wanting never ; 

Blessing, blotting, Man's estate : — 
Who may tell, for good or ill. 
What unknown ends ye both fulfil ? 
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Sun and Moon, and starry legions ; 

Gleamings of Aurora light ; 
Darkling clouds from nether regions, 

Hiding Heaven itself from sight : 
Wondrous powers, and rival, ye 
Are ever destined here to be. 



What are all together banded ? 

Thousand-fold your mysteries ! 
Far less fully understanded — 

Wonders greater in our eyes — 
Are the workings of HIS mind. 
Least in the Moral World divined. 



Picture, need we ? loving mother, 

Wrapt in holy silent joy : 
Loosing thought of every other, 

In her newly first-bom boy ? — 
Mark ! the rapture of her kiss : 
Oh ! surely hers is sunshine bliss. 

Yet, the clouds are gathering round her 
Death's grim shadows are full near : 

Will the break of mom have found her 
On her couch, or on her bier ? 

Yes ! so strangely are they blent. 

Our Jo/s caress and Grief's lament. 
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See ! around yon holy altar, 

Pledge each other hearts and hands : 

Not a tongue is heard to falter, 
As they tie the sacred bands : — 

Now, if ever ^ at this hour 

Shines forth their sun with zenith power. 

Yet, ONE shadow palls the lovers. 
As they track their homeward way : 

Some young widow, weeping, hovers 
O'er a grave of yesterday : — 

For, as maid, 't was her the bride 

Had orange-wreathed last Easter-tide. 



Tell ! of her whom hope forsaking. 
Fearing her boy-sailor lost ; 

With a heart that 's well-nigh breaking. 
Watching by the wreck-strewn coast : 

How can we a picture trace. 

With that dark shadow on her face ! 



'Mid the elemental surging. 

Shoots there forth some transient beam ? 
Some bright star from cloud emerging 

Like a meteor's short-lived gleam ! 
Fitter emblem can we find 
Of hers, that childless mother's mind ? 
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Or again : in peril greater, 

As our mining annals prove ; 
See the fearless excavator 

Take his wife's last kiss of love : — 
Now so light of heart and brave : 
In one short hour to find his grave. 

'Midst the paeans of a Nation, 

Shrieks the death-dirge of a home ! 

'Cross the bright Illumination, 
Shadows dismal, flitting, come : 

Victory's shouts the conquerors hail ! 

While these their slain-in-battle wail. 

Gloomier* less, and less appalling, 

Reft of many doubts and fears. 
Are the death-shades gently falling 

O'er his spirit, full of years : — 
He can see, beneath the shroud, 
A silver lining to his cloud. 

Not to him the quick citation 

To the world of spirits, hence : 
But the loving invitation 

Of an all-wise Providence : 
" Rod and staff him comforting," 
Whilst through the " valley "t joumepng. 

* This double comparative, from its peculiar form and strength, I have 
intentionally used, 
t Valley of the shetcUnv of death. — Psalm xxiia. 4. 



I20 
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Yea ! though we may mourn him sadly ; 

Much his love and friendship miss ; 
Friends must still remember, gladly, 

That his " end" was calm and peace. — 
Loved and honoured ; to Old Age 
The grave's a boon — ^a heritage. 

Weep we ! Yes ; but not as mourners 
Without hope, and void, that are : 

All of us are but sojourners, 
As our Fathers also were : — 

Mourn we ! and with loving tears ; 

But not with murmurings and fears : — 

Since, beyond the Night's deep sorrows — 

For our weal eternal sent — 
We have promise of to-morrow's* 

Joy and peace and sweet content : 
Till we^ too, through Death's dark night. 
Shall pass to realms of cloudless light. 



» «< 



THERE, and not till THEN, that union 

Blissful, never ending more : 
Perfected and sweet communion 

Naught may cast its " shadow " o'er : — 
Where, through all Eternity, 
The Lamb of God our " light" shall be. 

o 
Heaviness may endure for a night, but joy cometh in the morning."— Psalm 



XXX. 5. 
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CATHOLIC EMANCIPATION. 

Act II. 
Written on the passing of the Irish Church Biii, 1869. 

Hail the Day-spring, sons of Erin ! 

After centuries of Night : 
Shout one universal paean 

To your harbinger of light. 

Cheerily, yet with deep emotion, 
Let your Scythian bravas I rise : 

Now the " Green Isle of the Ocean " 
May work out her destinies. 

Long, the arm of strong oppression 
Fast in chains her people bound : 

Meagre doles of mean concession 
Rankling, ever, open wound. 

Civil rights, with grudgings granted ; 

THEN txiortt^ but by fear : 
With the name of " alien" taunted ; 

Madden'd by the Sassenach sneer. 

Doomed to want; by famine ravished ; 

Children lacking all they need : 
Yet to see vast thousands lavished 

On a bastard *-priesthood's creed. 

* Bastard : from an Irish point of view ; of course. 
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Now that Justice — ^too long blinded — 
Deigns to ope her eyes ; and sees 

What her children, generous-minded, 
Have endured for centuries : 

EVER, for her tyrants^ daring ; 

Foremost in the bloody strife : 
Still for Country, Honour, caring 

More than home, and friends, and life !- 

Raise with triumph-shout, one louder ; 

Worthier of your Champion, far ! 
Peace hath gained a conquest prouder, 

Victory nobler, than of war. 

Call up from the shades of Hades 
Martyred patriots 'mong your dead ! 

Though they've quaflfed of waters Lethe's, 
Are your wrongs remembered ? 

Bid those glorious spirits listen ! 

Grattan, Burke, and Flood, and Sheil : 
THEM 1 whose eyes in death did glisten 

'Neath the tread of Saxon heel. 

Strike the Harp ! to golden numbers : 
Wake ye up your Bards of Old ! 

Brian Boroimhe from his slumbers 
Under BEL-fire cairn long cold. 
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For, this day, from Cork to Antrim, 
Through the length of Erin's isle, ' 

Shineth out the Sun of Freedom, 
With a true Mavoumeen smile. 

Carran Tual ! Ard na Erin ! 

Blaze your bonfires on the heights. 
Croagh Patrick ! towering Nephin ! 

Answer with your beacon lights. 

Bare thy bosom, bright Killamey ! 

Matchless in thy recluse grace. 
Lavature of sweet Kate Kearney, 

Roll thy waters on, apace ! 

Haunters of the sacred valleys ! 

Once-time priests of Old Muckross ! 
Troop ye 'long its swarded alleys ; 

Gather round its crumbling cross : 

With the patriots of the Living, 

Mingle spirits of the Past : 
Offer up One Grand Thanksgiving : — 

Ireland's ransom's paid at last. 

BEL-fire. The fires of BEL were wont to be lighted on those artificial high- 
places, on festival days ; especially on the zst of May, and the zst of November. 
Carran Tual, in Killamey, the highest mountain in Ireland ; being 3410 feet 
above the level of the sea. Ard na Erin, The Heights of Ireland. Mount 
Nephin and Croagh Patrick, two conspicuous mountains in Mayo, respectively 
2639 and 2499 feet high. Muckross Abbey, a beautiful ruin on the eastern shore 
of Lough Lane, the lowest of the Killamey Lakes. 
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MY DREAM. 

HOW FREQUENTLY ARE OUR DREAMS CLOSELY ALLIED 

TO REALITIES. 

I dreamt I had a pearl 
Of more than ordinary purity : 
A gem of priceless value 'twas to me ; 

And aye its outline seemed to change 
In form, as beautiful as strange, 
To gentle little girl. 
And with a wild conceit 
Which dreams so often fashion, I did wear 
This jewel on my hand ; with lock of hair 

In braided band, complete ; 
Of silken texture, and so dark a hue, 
And bright as though anoint with Hermon's dew. 
That from its folds flashed out my pearly gem. 
With lustre worthy of a diadem. 

Again the vision came : 
At intervals of time, and yet again : 
And still my pearl grew larger. Not a stain 

Its pristine purity had marred ; 

No ruffian touch its beauty scarred, 
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Nor passion's lustful flame : 
But like a thing of light 
It rested still upon my hand, as then; 
And as I'd have it rest upon it, when 

The slumbers of a Nig^t — 
Deeper by far than those succeeding Day — 
Which morning's break will fail to chase away, 
Shall fall upon my spirit — Might I then, 
As in my vision, have my pearl again ! 

And still my dream I dreamed. 
And lo ! this time, with kind but fatal smile, 
There came One Lady Kate ; as though she'd wile. 
My finger off, this treasured gem. 
Without so much as one — Or-hem I 
She so persuasive seemed. 
I tried — ^alack-a-day ! — 
Out of her sight to keep my bright Ceylon : 
She asked the favour just to try it on ; 

And with it ran away : 
With merry laugh that seemed to say — **'Gosoon ! 
I '11 keep thy treasure for a Highland Moon." 
And, as she threatened, did she : but, I ween. 
She sent it back to me with brighter sheen. 

Oh ! that our cherished ones. 
Whom we so long close to our hearts have worn ; 
Whose lives we joy to see their homes adorn ; 
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Whose gifts of mind we love to wear 
With genuine pride, — ^beyond compare 
Of pearls or precious stones — 
Through life's last dream may bear 
With lustre still unsullied their name ; 
And honour ever deem the truest fame ; 

The jewel still most rare. — 
Not diamond's flash, nor rub/s sunlight glow. 
Can rival yet the pearl's chaste globe of snow. 

Happy those gems ! — ^well polished will be they — 
With whom Our liady Katherine runs away. 
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EXTRACT FROM " TELESCOPIC MUSINGS." 

HEBER THE KENITE'S WIFE, AND THE SONG OF DEBORAH. 
" Blessed, above women shall Jael the wife of Heber the Kenite be." 



Blessed ! that is, in a particular sense : 
Thank God ! but in this latter incidence. 

And here we're fain to crave a brief digression, 
To give to outraged feeling an expression : 
To paint the horror which fulfils our soul, 
On reading that egregious, baneful scroll, 
Of Heber's murderous wife ; to rival whom 
' The Thane of Cawdor's, ev*n, might not presume ;- 
To make a holy God confederate 
In deed so damnable and reprobate ! 
To think, an act of such barbarity, 
By song of triumph e'er should honoured be ! 
As in the case of so-called blessbd Jael, 
Who, with the workman's hammer and tent nail. 
And 'neath the mask of hospitable show, 
The warlike Sisera slew at one fell blow. 

" Turn in, my lord, and fear not." So she said 
" Turn in to me :" — ^and rest thy weary head. 
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She covered him : a mantle o*er him spread ; 

As for her Kenite lord she'd made the bed. 

He asked for water ; and sweet milk she brought ; 

As lifor cherished guest too good were naught 

Butter she served him in a lordly dish ; 

As though she would prevene his unborn wish. 

THEN, — oh ! deliberate, cold-blooded fiend ! 

From whose fierce breast, Heav'n grant, ne'er babe were 

weaned : — 
THERE, where he slept the sleep of perfect trust, 
She smote the Hazor Chieftain to the dust. 
Base, unsexed murderer ! To crown everything — 
" Peace reigned 'tween Heber's hQuse and Razor's king." 

Ah, Deborah ! fierce and warlike prophetess ; 
Whose counsels ISRAEL swayed with bold address. 
Rolling from Tabor's summit ! Not thy song. 
Grandest and loftiest Earth's bards among. 
Can staunch the barbed hurt which opes anew, 
At every shout thy paean triumph through. 

To Barak, and the princes who were there 
With thee triumphant, — princes of Issachar, 
Of Zebulun the chiefs, and Naphtali, — 
Full joyous was thy song of victory. 
Yet cruel none the less thy fierce refrain 
O'er Canaan's hero treacherously slain. 
Slain ! not in field of battle, with his hand 
Red-stained, uplifted ; and the glittering brand 
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Flashing its death-blows ; while the torrent blood 

Leaps from the heart in wild tumultuous flood ; 

And haggard brow, and stem unquailing eye 

That ruthless glares upon its enemy, 

Tell of fierce passions which, uproused, can play 

The demon's rdie^ and pity's self would slay. 

Slain ! not by the prancings of their mighty ones, 

Nor spear of Naphtali, nor Zebulon's : — 

No ! but within asylum consecrate. 

The star-mate warrior, sleeping, met his fate : 

That refuge ever open to despair — 

A perfect trust in woman's loving care. 

" Where at her feet he bowed, there down he laid ; 
Where at her feet he bowed, he fell down dead." 

Nor didst thou glory but in Jael's shame. 
Blazoning abroad her ignominious name. 
Thy pgeans sounded in ten thousand ears 
The mockery of a loving mother's fears. 

Was't not enough, Jabin's Great Captain slain ; 
By treachery fall'n, on Zaanaim's plain ? 
Worsted in battle, foot-sore, tired, and worn ; 
By one reverse of all his glory shorn : — 
Was't not enough that Canaan's chieftain lay 
Pierced, stricken down ; that tigress-woman's prey ? 
No more his thousand chariots to command ; 
Thund'ring, when rose that Sun, by Kishon's strand : 
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Was*t not enough, all this, but thou must sing 



A mother's anguish, at the tarrying 
Of her Son's chariot wheels ? — taunting the love 
That makes of home a heaven, here, as above : 
Mocking those deep affections which enshrine 
A mother's heart \ than angel's more divine. 

" Why is his chariot, coming, then so long?" 

" Wliy?" — ^was the burden of that Mother's song. 

" Why tarry so his chariot wheels ? Have they 

Not sped ? Dividing them to each his prey ; 

A damsel or two to every man ; a prey 

Of coloured needlework to Sisera ; 

Of needlework on both sides, [princely, royal] 

Meet for the necks of them that take the spoil ?" 

Ah ! that thy woman's heart could ever joy 

So, in a mother's mortal agony. 

Tell us — as Zadkiel tells us — if ye may, 

** Stars in their courses fought Against Sisera^ 

We still shall hold his murder was a wrong ; 

And cause for horror more than triumph song. 

As Jabin's armies fell by Barak's sword ; 
" So perish all thine enemies, O Ix)rd.*' 
Yet, did not Deborah therefore truly say, 
" The Lord, to Jael, Sisera sold this day."* 

* We could just as soon believe that a righteous God sold into the hands of 
the miscreant, bloody scoundrel, Nena Sahib of Bithoor, the persons and lives 
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If so ; then Jesuitism stands justified ; 
And all the craft of Satandom, beside. 
If evil may be done, that good may be, 
Then what is wrong ? — The devil has his plea ! 

Nor let it here be said — nor ever be — 

That what we write is done in levity. 

God knows — ^who knoweth all things — in no sense 

Do we impugn His righteous Providence. 

Anxious alone, in making an ordeal. 

The imposture to distinguish firom the real. 

So judge us He, who is omniscient. 
As we are true and righteous in intent 
&c. &c. 



of the women and children who, by the fortune of war, fell into his hands ; and 
were induced to put faith in his honoiu: and clemency previous to the massacre 
at Cawnpore. And who wouldn't hold that to be an impious libel upon the 
"sanction," much more upon the ** direction," of the Deity? 
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ST MICHAEL'S, ALNWICK. 

Lines written on Sunday Morning, November 9th, 1862 : and suggested by the 
silence of St Michael's Church Bells at the usual hour for Morning service : the 
Old Church at this time undergoing restoration, largely at the cost of Algernon 
Percy, K.G., 4th Duke of Northumberland. 

Glorious Old Temple ! where for Ages long 

High praise hath quired to Heaven's Eternal King : 

What pious relics to thy Courts belong : 
What sainted memories about thee cling I 

Around thy sacred walls, forgotten long, 

The dust of generations resteth still ; 
Who once thy hallowed aisles were wont to throng, 

With heart and voice uplift to Sion's Hill. 

From Childhood's years, on holy Sabbath Mom, 
As bent our footsteps to Thy gates of praise, 

Wam'd us each graven stone and sculptured urn 
How few, and full of trouble, are our days. 

Nor was thy temple-service less sublime, 
That he who ministered in holy things, 

An aged Simeon was ; spare-lock*d with Time, 
And pure and simple in his minist'rings.* 

* The Rev. Wm. Procter, A. M . , Incumbent of Alnwick for a period of 40 years ; 
whose Memory is deeply revered by the Writer, one of his Pupils. 
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But now, to-day, since erst thy towers we'd known. 
Whence gladdening sounds pealed, grateful, on the ear. 

Deep silence reigns within : nor single tone 
Of life-long cherished harmonies we hear. 

It is as though some faithful friend and guide 

Had parted from us, never to return : 
So painfully oppressive is the void. 

That scarcely seemeth it a Sabbath mom. 

Glorious Old Temple ! Venerable Dome ! 

Reared as of old was Judah's Holy Place 
For Him who was^ and iV, and is to come : — 

The very gate of heav'n and throne of grace. 

It cannot be, thy sacred Fane they doom 
No more with swelling anthems to resound : 

Nor from thy ancient belfry sonorous boom 
The call to praise and prayer, to myriads round ? 

No ! God be thanked ! thine Altar yet shall stand. 
For broken spirit and for contrite heart : 

Thy Courts yet swell with resonance more grand ; 
Nor Great Shechinah from thy shrine depart. 

A little while, and yet by hand devout, 
Thy vessels consecrate shall be restored : 

And Percy's Chief lead on the glorious shout^ 
" Ascribe all Power and Glory to the Lord." 
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IN MEMORIAM, 

In the Parish Church of St Michael, Alnwick, is a Tablet with this inscription — 

To THE Memory of John Lambert, 
Lieutenant ^ 1st Bengal European Light Infantry y 

Who died, aged 24 years, at Ferozepore, on the 4th of March 1846 ; of wounds 
received in the battle of Sobraon. Though young, he had seen much service : 
in the arduous campaigns in AfTghanistan in 1838, 1839, and 1840 ; at the storm- 
ing and capture of Chirzni ; at the first occupation of Cabul, in the sanguinary 
battles of Ferozeshah, on the 21st and 23d December 1845 ; and in subsequent 
operations of the army of the Sutlej ; and was mortally wounded at Sobraon 
while leading his company to the charge of the enemy's entrenchments : he 
possessed the qualities of a good soldier ; active, talented, generous, brave, in 
life he was beloved ; and the termination of his short, but brilliant career was 
deeply lamented by all who knew him. 

The tablet also commemorates the death of his brother officers and the men 
of his regiment. 

There are sounds of lamentation, 

A dirge from far Lahore, 
Where a noble band of Elngland's sans 

Sleep, welf ring in their gore. 
Far o*er the watery waste that rolls 

Between us and their grave. 
The requiem of departed souls 

Comes, borne upon the wave. 

There, the iron-visaged Briton, 

The bronzfed cheek, the fair, 
Their Countr/s glory to conserve 

Have bled and perished — there. 
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FOR ENGLAND / 'mid the mighty hush, 

Ten thousand hearts beat high : 
Then, on the hosts of Indus rush, 

And fighting, conquering, die. 

Out ride the powers of darkness ! 

Each on his phantom car : 
Wrapt in the cannon-belchfed clouds 

That rack the camp of war. 
What revel ! in Death's hollow tones : 

In life's last parting shrieks : 
And the frenzied laugh and yells and groans 

Of Englishmen and Sikhs. 

Death-harvest of Sobraon ! 

Let picture ye who can : 
Where thousand heroes bite the dust 

Of Orient Hindostan. 
Compared, thy torrid zone a belt 

Of Arctic's frigid snow. 
With the fierce and burning hatred felt. 

And glare of foe on foe. 

The warriors of the Punjaub, 

The tiger race of Singh, 
With a battle-roar their legions rouse. 

Worthy their forest King ; 
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As to the " Charge ! " with trumpet blast, 

Proud Albion's sons advance, 
Flushed with the triumphs of the past, 

Won by Her sword and lance. 

And *mong the valiant, foremost. 

His bleeding form I see : — 
Brave Lambert, wounded, shouting still 

" England and Victory ! " 
First in the fray and bloody strife. 

His battle-sword to wield : — 
In death as noble as in life, 

He falls, that would not yield. 

Britannia ! pay your tribute : — 

Peace rest upon his bier : — 
Northumbria sorrows for his death ; 

While friendship sheds a tear. 
And oh ! that his brave spirit may, 

While in such dread employ — 
" The good fight fought " — ^have passed away 

To scenes of peace and joy. 



THOUGHTS OF LEISURE HOURS. 137 



STANZAS BY CAPRICORNIS. 

WRITTEN IN THE TROPICS. 

Up-build for me a shrine of love, 

Deep in thine inmost core ; 
More sacred than e*er Druid's grove 

Could boast in years of yore. — 
Were an infinitude all mine, 

Each one of thousand parts, 
There-on I'd sacrifice to thine, 

A hecatomb of hearts. 

Might I within thy gentle breast 

Love's Vestal lamp but trim. 
Which day nor night should wane with waste, 

Nor years of burning dim ; 
I'd of the Fates crave one boon more — 

It were enough for me — 
The channel to be made, and store — 

Source of its life to be. 

Yet j if one image I might paint. 

Of closer Union, 
'Twould be two drops of dew just blent, 

By affinity, in one. 
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Drawn each to other by a power 

Of subtlest agency, 
The cup of some bright labiate flower 

Our marriage bed should be. 

Were I a worshipper of fire ', 

The Sun my Gk)d profest ; 
Would I his glory have retire 

Behind the cloud-ribbed West? 
NO ! Rather would I bask in light, 

Through hfe's continued day : 
Though that were followed by a night 

That should endure for aye. 

Ev'n so ; would I live in thy smiles ; 

Enraptured with thy charms : — 
What were to me e'en Syren wiles ? 

At rest within thine arms. 
No Seasons* flight would mark our years, 

Nor wish for change should bring : 
Where mutual love two hearts endears. 

Theirs an Eternal Spring. 
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SONG: ENGLAND'S RIGHTS. 
Acknowledged by Her Majesty, the Queen of England, 

Written on the defeat of Lord Palmerston, on the introduction of his " Con- 
spiracy Bill " (1858) to the Commons' House of Parliament ; at a time when the 
whole of France assumed so belligerent an attitude toward this Country ; the 
French colonels demanding to be led against England, as against a den of 
assassins ; and, when rumour had it, that Napoleon himself had written in strong 
terms to Our Queen, demanding that the laws of England affecting political 
exiles should be altered. 

" Breathes there a man with soul so dead," 
Whose sires have Freedom's vanguard led, 

Nor stands defiant, now ? 
Who'd basely droop his falchion hand, 
Nor strike a blow for father-land ? — 

No Englishman, I trow. 

What ! shall we now our charter yield, 
Won from the world — the right to shield — 

Though ten Napoleons call ? 
No ! hear our patriots answer — No ! 
Sooner shall England's clarions blow 

Defiance to the Gaul. 

Is not our Country sea-girt ; bound 
By Ocean's billows all around ; 

Rampant her lion crest ? 
'Twould seem as though 'twere HeaVn's decree. 
Her soil on every side should be 

A refuge for the oppresL 
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Woe ! to the tyrant who shall dare 
The British Lion in his lair : 

God and our arms forefend ! 
We will not droop the arm — ^the hand — 
That reaches forth to every land, 

Its succour to extend. 

Bears not the record, history's page, 
That every land and every age 

Hath England's influence felt ? 
And guarded still by freedom's charms ; 
In council and 'mid shock of arms 

She dons her champion belt 

We seek not war : yet spurn the peace 
That's purchased by unrighteousness : — 

Britain maintains her right ! 
Though braggart minions of a Power, 
The fierce incendiarists of an hour, 

Parade their vaunted might 

The Sun of England hath not set : 
Meridian is Her splendour yet : 

Her disc without a spot : 
And as her shores dash back the wave. 
So she the fetters of the slave : — 

Britannia wears them not 
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FEAR GOD. HONOUR THE KING. 

" Fear God." Amen, so let it be 

With reverential awe : — 
Not as we would some despot lord, 

Whose lightest word is law : 

Not as we might an autocrat, 
Who rules by " power," alone : 

As though Love's dynasty Were all- 
Unworthy of a throne. 

Not with a craven, nerveless dread 
Which Heaven nor Earth may thole ; 

As when his " Keeper's" ruthless eye 
Quells down some weakling soul. — 

Be Ours that holy, righteous fear 

Of Him Omnipotent, 
Whose very goodness 'tis ordains 

Of sin the punishment : 

Such dread as fills the little child 

With sorrow and distress, 
To see a loving Father's heart 

Grieved by its waywardness. 
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For who will doubt that HE, whose love 
No durance bounds doth know, 

Still for His wayward Children grieves, 
While dealing yet the blow. 

" Fear God." Yes, verily ! but as 

For honouring the King ! — 
If we have history read aright. 

That's quite another thing. 

Though joined by apostolic bands. 

For " better " or for " worse," 
How often does the Truth decree 

Rule nisi for divorce. 

What man with half a grain of sense, 

And whole and sound in pate. 
Would think of honouring Fourth King George, 

Or Harry, number Eight 1 

Petitions made for such, we find 

In Books of Common Prayer : 
And many men make bold to assert 

That such should not be there. 

They're altogether wrong, we think — 

To prove it we'll engage — 
For characters like theirs, there should 

Be one on every page. 



For, in that sense, we'd feel constrained 

Each prayer to endorse, 
That they much better might be made ; — 

They couldn't well be worse. 

Nay ! judging from their monstre lives, 

Far wrong it mightn't be 
To couple with them, one for His 

Satanic Majesty, 

Upon the Man so much depends, 
Who wields the sceptre rod ; 

Whether we can so honour himy 
And, at same time, fear GOD. 

Ev'n hiniy so styled, the Solomon 

Of British Sovereigns — 
The meddling, frouzy King of Scots — 

To honour him who deigns ! 

And oh ! what impious mockery 'tis. 

What food for devils' mirth. 
To speak of men like these, as God's 

Vicegerents upon Earth ! 

Steep'd, to their very inmost souls. 

In coarse licentiousness : 
The association's blasphemy — 

And neither more nor less. 




How vilesome seem such abjects, by 

A Saxon Alfred, throned ! 
Or 'side an Albert Prince— -our own — 

With thousand virtues zoned. 

To Caesar would we render all 

Due tribute — ^loyally ; 
And to his adventitious State 
Whate'er the laws decree. 

The more so, when by virtue of, 
He reigns, the people's choice ; 

And holds his Great Prerogative 
To be that People's voice. 

Then^ and then only, may we give 

Our soul's joint-oflfering : 
And, Peter like, devoutly say — 

" Fear God, and Honour King." 
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ABRAHAM ROSENAL. 

On a certain occasion of Viscount P taking jjart in the Government of 

his Country, he followed the usual course of appealing to his electoral constitu- 
ents, for a renewal of their confidence. He then found to be, in some measure, 
true, a report which had reached him while yet in London, viz. : that one of his 
hitherto fastest friends had seceded from his cause, and was now usii^ his in- 
fluence adversely. This quondam supporter, it was said, was by trade a baker, 
and rejoiced in the name of " Rosenal " — Mr Abraham Rosenal ; descended, 
tradition declared, from a Jewish family of the tribe of Bei^jamin. 

Lord P , moreover it was said, prior to this had frequently raised hopes 

of Government preferment in the ** stamen " of this exotic ; only, however, to 
disappoint him the more ; until, on this last occasion, the oft-promised word was 

redeemed by the transplantation of him to the good old town of A ■• ; where 

the flower was at length fixed in its Official Pot, in apartments immediately above 

the W Mills' Offices. 

Master R 's functions related chiefly to the assessing of carriages, dogs, 

and horses, as surveyor of taxes. And, malicious tongues enough there were, 
who basely insinuated that the only effectual way of preventing the "revenue" 
of the Country from increasing to an extent that would defy the ** expenditure " 
of the most reckless, extravagant, war^making, place-creating, German-sausage- 
providing Government that a Country ever Aas had or ever will have, was by the 
landed gentry and farmer squires remembering that hares and pheasants were 
made to be eaten, afler tAey are shot : and that Inland-revenue Officers, like 
other sons of Adam, have bellies to be filled, and palates of the most sensitive 
and nice discrimination. A pack of lies, altogether, though. No doubt of it I 



" The Peer and the Rose — P 

When Premier P last came to power^ 

He travelled " post " within the hour, 

To seek his re-election : 
For, he'd heard some busy baker-body, 
Who spent his nights in talk and toddy, 

Had caused a great defection ! 
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This flour-y man, with red red nose, 
Who gloried in the name of R 

Had aye supported P : 

But now ! he'd smashed his big bread-tray, 
And sworn he'd vote the other way, 

Unless — the Lord " stood Sam /" 



Down posted P to storm the baker : 

He'd sooner, far, have changed a Quaker ! 

The elector was plain-spoken : — 

" P ^'s promises ! — ^tbe bare-faced lies !" — 

Were analagous to Rosenal's pies, 

Made only to be broken I 



In fine, the baker did propose 

To exchange his " vote " for " bread :" — thus R- 

Was on the nation Palm'd ! 
That very night, the little Jew 
Refused to clean his oven flue ; — 

He said " He would be d d 1" 



HE didn't care one bodler pin 
For all the tribe of Benjamin ! 

And — sure as once lived Moses I 
He vowed as he twirl'd his " wide-awake," 
That good John Bull should henceforth bake 

For all his " buds of R ." 
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Some time's passed since this premier panic; 
And now weVe got the R at A , 

In splendid perfume ! 
Like Jove upon the Olympian hills, 
He squats above the W Mills, 

Like the god o' doom. 

And now ! take my advice, or worse. 
All ye that ride outside a horse. 

Or keep your " terrier " tyke : 
Propitiate the god with ^^ presents ;^^ 
A couple o' hares ; a brace of pheasants ; — 

And keep what ye like ! 

A moral, then, must close our tale : — 
Blooms still the Rose in A dale ; 

We haven't wrang'd him. 
Let him reflect : — In his vocation, 
A baker once lost reputation ; — 

And Pharaoh hang'd him. 
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NIL DESPERANDUM. 

** Ane-an'-thretty ! it's naething; ae score an' a half!" 
Auntie Jean, wi' a toss o' her head, wad declare : 
An' 'twas leesome to hear her licht sillery laugh — 
Tak courage, dear lassie, an* never despair. 

There was Peggy McDonald last week made a wife; 
An' she's twenty year aulder than ye, if nae mair : 
And as feckless a quean as ye'U find in a' Fife — 
Tak courage then, Jeanie, an' never despair. 

Now, ye needna look daizen'd I I tell ye sae, niece; 
For mysel I was saxty, an' gray was my hair, 
'Fore I pech'd at the proverb, that " wonders nier cease^^ — 
Tak courage then, lassie, an' dinna despair. 

Do ye no think yoursel — thae sae young i' the shaw 
Get acquaint but the suner wi' trouble and care ? 
'Sides, your half-fliggit corbies have aye sae much craw — 
Just wait a wee, darlin' ; but dinna despair. 

Your puir mither, Gude rest her I was wed in her teens, 
An' I canna but think she aft reck'd o' it, sair ; 
For she had sic a byke o' young Jockies an' Jeans — 
'Twas a loan to a cmmmock she didna despair. 
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Then ye ken, my dear lassie, it's no ilka ane 
On twa shanks that can hirple, wi' whom ye wad pair. 
An' unless ye can lo'e weel, ye better gang lane — 
Sae, belyve ! my dear Jeannie ; ye needna despair. 

Maun I tell ye o' something but yestreen I read ? 
Of a dochtef o' Enoch's, Naomi the fair ? 
She was a' but sax hunder year auld when she wed — 
Tak courage then, lassie, an' dinna despair. 
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MACHIAVELLMSMS. 



Machiavelli, an Italian famous as a politician, lived in the latter part of the 
X5th century. He was a poet, also. In the Republic of Florence he held posts 
of considerable importance ; and was at one time Secretary of State. He died 
poor, in 1527. The world seems divided in opinion as to the character and 
purpose of many of his writings. In his treatise — "The Prince" — some have 
maintained that his object was an exposure of the arts of tyrannical governors : 
and a cave to wicked rulers. Others, that he was the apologist of arbitrary 
power ; and that he sought by a crooked policy to undermine every better prin- 
ciple. Who may now say, whether his maxims were the very refinement of 
satire, or were propounded by him as the complement of his own convictions 7 
At any rate, he has given us a title for a subject. 



If aright we have read, 

The Prince Talleyrand said 
Language wasn't bestowed to reveal 

A man's innermost mind : 

But, instead, as a blind^ 
All the better his thoughts to conceal. 

And 'twould seem quite a fact, 

On this principle act 
No small bulk of the dwellers on Earth : 

With wealth's mask on their face, 

Hiding poverty's trace : 
And deep, misery drowning in mirth. 
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Now, to this we object : 

To that man, in eflfect, 
From the fear of things shadowless fleeing ; 

Who's afraid to ensue 

What he holds to be true : — 
That self's the grand law of his being. 

Ile^s the right sort of man, 

Who agrees with your plan ; 
And then shps in his own,. at the end. 

Opposition, indeed, 

At the last to succeed, 
Like a bow, must gain ioxctfrom a bend. 



If pure water we'd drink, 
Why ! we never should think 

It oiu: duty to trouble the stream : 
And no sensible man 
Stirs the Public's milk-pan, 

Until first he has skimmed off the cream. 



True : in life, it of course 
Is with man as with horse : 

A good start is ^^ a poinV^ in the race 
Yet no fool would contend. 
Horse and man, at the " end," 

Aren't best that " run into aplaceP 
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And so far 'tis a boon, 

With a " braw siller spoon " 
In one's tooth-box to open the womb : 

Yet, mistaken we are, 

If not better by far 
A half-dozen to bear to the tomb. 



But, the chief thing, we guess. 

Neither more is, nor less. 
Than the World with its weapons to foil : 

And, like Israel of Old, 

All its trinkets of gold 
Borrow — ^but with a view to despoil. 



Who would fear to aver, 

'Mongst the boldest they are 
In this " better one's self" sort of fight ? 

And " a kiss for a blow," 

A la Adin Ballou, 
Bequeath to the " Children of Light." 

From the boor to the KING, 
" Number One " is the thing : 

ALL the world to a see-saw compare. 
And why should one frown 
When a brother goes down. 

If his fall makes tis mount in the air ? 
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Take for granted, that two 

Have a duty to do ; 
And that duty " preferring each other :" 

Then we say't without fear — 

Nothing can be more clear — 
We would be ^o— preferred by our brother. 

If a man should, indeed, 

Find a brother in need. 
And the threatened curse from him would put ; 

Though all right be his ears, — 

Text says nothing of hears — 
Then, both eyes he should instantly shut. 

In such like lies the art 

Of well-acting one's part : — 
Sort of moral hair-splitting, to wit : 

A most delicate act, 

Of such exquisite tact. 
That the devil himself it would spit. 



Dare we further advance 

In this boundless expanse 
Of the great moral laws of our kind ? 

Yes ! steps two or three 

Safely taken may be. 
In th^ light of out Florentine's milad. 
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If these challenge the truth, 

Let nor pity nor ruth 
Interpose as a shield to defend : 

For it seems their one aim 

This un-ixvLXh to disclaim — 
That men justify " means " by the " end." 

Here are four : and their sum, 

Like dipax vobis c^m, 
Is as oil to the bones : for it show'th 

Only time 'tis to see 

Men and devils agree, 
When they meet with prey common to both. 



In man's wagings of strife, 

In the battle of life. 
The first element of his success 

Is to impose on the foe 

By a strategic " NO ;" 
Till prepared to do battle for " YES." 



Sure ! the fell6w's a fool, 

And a " dunce " in life's school. 
Who persists in opinion of his j — 

That the sum of twice four 

Is n't just half-a-score ; 
When his " Master" persists that it is. 
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Ah ! that grand vis inert 

By which stolids convert 
To a victory seeming defeat. 

Commend us to knave 

Who can vanquish the brave 
By the feigning a timely retreat 

In the public's aflfairs 

Make your business seem theirs : 
'Tis a maxim no man should despise. 

People — strange though it be — 

Think the clearer they see, 
The more you blow dust in their eyes. 

Who's the man hasn't seen, 

In life's daily routine, 
Large ensamples of roguery crowned ? 

Such bay tree forms of knave, 

As, if raised from the grave, 
MACHIAVELLI himself would confound. 
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MAGNA POTENTIA. 

George Stephenson was asked one day, 
Where he was entertained as guest, 

Of all known mighty powers, to say 
Which one he thought the mightiest. 

Of course, to all assembled round, 
A leading question that would seem : 

One only answer could be found j 
And that must be — ;" high-pressure steam." 

The pundits all had doubtless thought 
The " Governor " thus to stop quite short : 

But driving out the " balls," they caught 
A rap across the knuckles for 't. 

Ignoring, altogether, steam. 
Thus answered he right gallantly, — 

The greatest power on earth, I deem. 
To be the ^* glance of Woman's eye." 

None other has proved half so great : 
O'er mountains, continents, and seas, 

'T will track a man as doth his Fate, 
And drag \xa£ifrom the antipodes. 
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No hiding from it ! — Like a Sun 

That circles round a night-less Pole, — 

Day ending as the day begun — 
It candescenes his very soul. 

To true magnetic lode akin ; 

Its radiance as a Pole-star 's bright ; 
Its^z/^r^// object dwells within 

The " circle of perpetual light." 

The thesis was n*t novel, quite ; 

As most of Bacon factors know ; 
And George knew he was so far right, 

As strictly natural {otcqs go. 

Steam ! ! — ^product of those latent flames 
Which in few pounds of carbon dwell : — 

Men, for one " glance " from their fair dames. 
Will risk the quenchless fires of helL 

Is history but a fiction great ? 

A Samson's, David's, ^z^ a lie ? 
A Nelson's, Byron's ? — and his fete 

Who didn't firom Kate Kearney fly? 

George must have reasoned so, 't would seem. 

Without one jot of arrogance ; 
When he thus made his " pet " power, steam, 

Play second-fiddle to a glance. — 
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Take ye what elements ye may ; 

Compound or simple, wet or dry, 
And tell me which, by night or day, 

The world's great pulse can raise so high (?) 

More motive power contained, he'd guess, 
One drop in tender woman's eye. 

Than fifty engines would possess. 
Were they to pump their tenders dry. 

Gunpowder ! Cotton ! Glycerine ! 

Explode but once, then done are they : 
Pooh ! pooh ! sweet heart, if need there's been. 

Will blow us up ^\3i times a day. 

The electric wave ; the ocean's tide ; 

Both mighty forces 'yond all doubt ; 
May be by science turned aside, — 

So also can the water-spout. 



The thunder-bolt, by pointed wire 
Is to the ground innocuous led : 

And man — ^like monthly nurse, for hir 
Will tend the Sea, and make its bed. 



But, who that fool of woman bom. 
Would seek to stay an avalanche ? ! — 

A virtuous woman's glance of scorn — 
And shattered be, both root and branch ? ! 
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Yet, not in liquid eye, alone. 

Doth woman's magic power reside, 

Outstretching to some far-off zone : — 
'T is greatest at her own fire-side. 

TTiere^ laureate Wordsworth — as he could- 
Has her arrayed in vesture bright : 

A spirit gentle, pure, and good ; 
" With something of an angel light" 

All this, and more, was full-well known 
To our illustrious engineer : — 

An influence that would give its tone 
To countless Ages after-here. 

Her power to mould the plastic mind ; 

To guard and train the sapling tree ; 
That supreme influence o'er her kind 

Shall witness all eternity. 

One rival force we know, alone :— 
To Bear^ to Do, for conscience' sake :- 

Which sets the scaffold 'fore the throne ; 
And crowns the Martyr at the stake. 
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EXTRACT FROM "TELESCOPIC MUSINGS. 



» 



DEUS DUX. 



Of course, our ducal stalls, with carved bays 
Are free from vulgar " seat," if not from gaze. 
Long ages past, time immemorial. 
Have shed a halo round each screened stall. 
Lay Rector ! to Church chancel laying claim : 
By usage deaden'd to all sense of shame. 
It only wants a livery'd chamber-groom, 
To make't a sort of Sunday Drawing-Room : 
For, as we said, those stalls with oaken ba)rs 
Are free from vulgar seat, if not from gaze : 
No ragged, tattered breech dares there intnide ; 
An angel, if a beggar, they'd exclude. 

Yet, truly ! if we look at matters rightly, 

We're not so scurvily treated as we might be. 

We have, at least, same Heaven above our head ; 

And the same Courts permission have to tread. 

Flebis may thank his stars ! almost feel proud ! 

That such an out-at-elbow is allowed 

To travel aloft to Church and Bridegroom's marriage, 

By the same train; much more in First-Class Carriage ! 
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Lord of the manor : patron of the " living :" 
And largess to the Offertory giving : 
Despite the ruling of the Great High-Priest — 
" Let him who'd greatest be, be as the least :" — 
It seems to be <:onceded, right or wrong, 
That station premier should to him belong. 

And how much tends to this* pride fostering. 

That chants and psalms, and this and t'other thing. 

Must be done so, in holy time and place. 

Because, His Reverence says — " Twill please His 

Grace"!!* 
A service is too florid, or too long : 
And forthwith, as " M. C.," the holy song 
Is, at his bidding or his liking, made 
To take a shorter course, or sombrer shade. 
And so the Church, per force, resumes its seat, 
Because a gouty lord can't keep his feet. 

Is not the fact one commonly notorious. 
That such decrees what way God shall be glorious ? 
Determines whether we read or sing Te JDeum; 
And makes " new roads " to Heaven, as well as 
Reigham.f 

* This spiritual tomfoolery and pitiful sycophancy are now passed away 
from us : — Let us hope /or ever. They were not so, however, when this was 
written ; and if we were to relate some of the instances of them, we should 
either be discredited altogether, or set down as " a dreamer of dreams : " — so out- 
rageous and degrading were they in their character and action. 

t Reigham Quarry, on Alnwick Moor ; to which a new road was made by one 
of the Dukes of Northumberland. 




What boots it him — an Admiral of the White — 
That Admiral Marsh a " jubilant " should write ? 
He chose to have a Pelham Humphrey strain ; 
And subject-chaplain said, of course, " A-men :" 
Ruling at Church as he had ruled at Sea ; 
Chief of the Fleet ; and Lord of Litany. 
Forgetful, surely, of that lesson old. 
And " written for our learning," we are told ; 
How they, who dared to touch with hands profane 
The ark of God, were by his judgments slain. 

Are there, then, after all, more Gods than One ? 
Lords many past ; and present Algernon ? 
Or, is this orthodox divinity. 
For any Sunday after Trinity ? 
Is God's fair service thus to be polluted, 
And to the temporal powers be prostituted ? 
Must Christ again be with a kiss bewrayed ? 
With purple clothed, yet thorns upon His head ? 

Great God ! 'tis so. EVn while we feign to pray- 
" Of Thy commandments make us run the way." 
Too oft, alas ! as empty sound we fear. 
One portion of the decalogue we hear. 

Can it be said, to naught in earth or sea, 
As to an idol, we have bowed the knee ? 
Will Gentile worshippers yet dare to laugh. 
At Israel prostrate 'fore their golden calf? 
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Would we dare draw the sword 'gainst priests of Baal 
At Kishon's brook, and 'fore all Israel ? 

And yet, a voice still soundeth in our ear, 
As when out rang Elijah's, loud and clear — 
" Why, if the Lord be God, His bright gold dim ? 
Why halt ye ? If the Duke ? then follow him." 

&c. &c. 
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IN AFFECTIONATE MEMORY. 



The Reverend William Procter, M. A., Incumbent of Alnwick for a period of 
40 years, died March zgth, 1839 ; aged 77 years : deeply lamented by all dasses 
of his parishioners. 



Mourn we in tears. Mourn we our pastor dead ; 

Whose counsels oft our fainting spirits led 

By streams of living waters : whose delight 

Lay in the law of God ; walking upright, 

Till death, in chains of glory, dragged him from our sight. 

His spirit fled : yet ere it wing'd its flight 
Through the dark valley to the mount of light, 
Lingered it, haply, for a moment's space, 
The outlines of that rueful scene to trace. 
Which round its aged, lifeless, tenement took place. 

Scarce well had ceased the " vital spark " to glow, — 
Life's tidal wave driv'n back, no more to flowr— 
Than waiting angel, guardian, marked the way 
Sheer o'er the shadowy gulf to peerless day : — 
When, lo ! the Immortal paused scarce freed from bonds 
of clay.* 



* Our belief— how formed we would not like decidedly to aver — from a very 
early period of our life has been, that the spirit of a loving husband and father, 
or wife or mother, or that of a loving child, even, is not in ** isuch a hurry " to 
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A widow's cry rang on the spirit's ear : 

The spirit's eye beheld a daughter's tear : 

A son's soul-oflfering, made in Jesu's name, 

Mingled, ascending, with its kindred flame ; 

And both to HeaVn a savour smelling sweet became. 

Fled ! yet one mourner sorrowing hangs right o'er 
The hoary head which looks and smiles no more : 
She stoops again those senseless lips to press. 
Sobbing the while she holds a silver tress — 
"Farewell! thou crown of glory found in righteous- 
ness." 

There weeping, her afflicted children stand 
Around the bed of death ; grasping the hand 
That lately clasped them to a father's breast : 
Till gentle zephyrs — ^fannings of the blest — 
Through casements opened lull their troubled souls to 
rest. 

Hark ! 'tis the angels' song. Their sweetest lay 
Is — "Sister spirit, come ! why longer stay?" — 

leave all its dearest associations and ties, as is so generally believed. And the lapse 
of 31 years since these Unes were written has not much altered that belief. We 
think that even new we are living in the land or world of spirits ; which are, 
however, ordinarily impalpable and invisible to us : a matter which should excite 
no surprise, either, when we consider that the atmosphere we breathe is demon- 
strated to be material and palpable, although quite invisible to us. This opinion 
ought, perhaps, to have made us alter our chosen trope — " Sheer o'er the shadowy 
gulf, &C.," which we have for some years now looked upon as figiu«, in rhetoric, 
only: though highly adapted to our finite apprehension, and the remarkable 
change consequent upon death. 
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Why longer stay ! Tell ye that know the worth 
Of loving hearts to whom you've given birth : — 
Departing hence, they leave behind a Heav'n on Earth. 

Oh ! if the voice of lamentation deep 
E'er reached the enduring joys that smiling keep 
Heaven's blessed portals ; — ^'twas at this demise. 
Loved by the poor, and reverenced by the wise, 
His was that " living charity " which never dies. 
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MY VALENTINE. 
** Honi soit qui tnaly penser 

Meet me, brightest of Earth's daughters, 

By the wavy, moonlit strand ; 
Where the gently-murmuring waters 

Ripple o'er the golden sand : 
Where each wavelet snowy-crested, 

Curling, for a moment gleams ; 
Than a Venus fairer breasted, 

Heaving 'neath Love's fairy dreams. 

Come with me, where shadows falling 

Rock and crag in outline trace ; 
Where are heard the Nereids calling 

Sea-Gods to their trysting-place : 
Weaving in their sea-green tresses 

Bright dianthi fringed and lobed ; 
All-arrayed in Algaean* dresses 

Richer than e'er princess robed. 

* Algae. Cellular plants, of all colotirs ; the name of Iridaeai from Iris the 
rainbow, being given to some. They are the produce of phytozoa or plant-spores. 
In others the increase is by zoospores or pseudo-animal genmiules. Among their 
more-highly -developed forms are the Rhodymenia, Griffithsia, &c. &c. &c. There 
are four great divisions ; viz. ; the Fucacaea, or olive and brown : the Ceramiaceae, 
or purple, rose-red, and red-brown : the Confervaceae, containing a green endo- 
chrome in their cells : and the Diatomaceae, or brittleworts, which are unilocular 
or separate celled ; and whose reproduction is by self-division, conjugation, and 
the formation of sporangia. 
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Come ! while yet the Crescent's gleaming 

Down the Western's steep incline : 
Where, of love and kisses dreaming, 

Waits for thee thy Valentine. 
Nereus' daughters ! — let them gambol ! — 

Who'd for locks Bryopsian* care? 
Having choice with thee to ramble, — 

Lady of the raven hair. 

Come ! oh come ! and I will greet thee, 
With true heart — and lips as true 1 

By the strand, dear Lady, meet me ; 
Valentine, I'll none but you. 

* Bryopsis plumosa : a sea-plant of a green colour, and feathery in form. 
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EYES versus EARS. 

Unless it be 

That History 
Is oft allied to Fiction, 

A curious case 

Once found a place 
In Skulcap*s jurisdiction. 

The Eyes and Ears 

(Our sees and hears) 
Had quite a family quarrel : 

And since each foe 

Was double — so 
They fired with double-barrel. 

It quite appears 

It was the Ears 
That first provoked the squabble : 

Boasting, the deuce ! 

Their greater use : — 
Which thing the Mouth needs babble. 
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'Twas nonsense ! — though 

Ears' gifts we know 
Can't well be over-rated. — 

So opened wide 

The other side 
And on their powers dilated. 

Both daggers looked, 
Though one was crooked: — 

A squint ! and well 'twas noted. 
For speech with leers 
What cared the Ears ! 

Mere \i\ixix-drum stuflf 'twas voted. 



Thus far the feud 
In amplitude :— 

As yet there were no tear-slips : 
When brothers Wink, 
With sense we think, 

Thus goggled at their Earships : 

EYES— " To us 't appears 

Nor eyes nor ears 

Can weU this matter settle : 
We see th' o'clock ; 
Ye hear its knock — 

Provided 1 1 there's bell-metal 1 
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" Since then, good fnends, 

It much depends 
On how we treat this question ; 

You'll both agree, 

A referee 
Is not a bad suggestion." 

EARS — " Agreed, say we ; 

So let it be 
That neither side be cheaten : 

If treated fair — 

Kept clear of hair — 
We'll not see Ye brow-beaten.^^ 



EYES— " Then we propose 

To elect the Nose, 
An Umpire now to try us : 
Straight as a line, 
He won't incline : — 
That is, he'll have no bias^ 

EARS— " Stop ! not so quick 1 "- 

And Ears up-prick, 

Like frogs before Galvani : — 
" We never heard 
Aught so absurd. 

On all our blest tympdna ! 
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" Truly ! you Eyes 

Can't think us wise ! — 
To ask so large a favour 

As you propose, 

In choosing Nose ; 
And He ! your next-door neighbour. 

" Judge NOSE, when he 

Was but Q. C, 
Was dreadfully /^^-nacious : 

And never yet 

Was known f admit 
His premisses fallacious. 

" Then ! how could he 

Our causes weigh ; 
No testimonies blinking ? 

Whilst both of you — 

As now you da — 
Kept, at His Lordship, winking 'f 

"But; cark-in-chief : 

In time of grief 
The top sense rules the nether : 

For, it appears. 

When moved to tears 
Ye all three run, together I 
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" Hence, we propose, 

Instead of Nose, 
A Judge less sentimental. — 

There's Baron Chin 

Far safer in 
All matters mcirdental^ 

This point agreed ; 

The Court decreed, 
Since all were worn and weary, 

That Sheriflf Tongue, 

With help of Lung, 
Adjourn it sine die. 
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TO THE ELECTORS OF THE PARLIAMENT 

OF 1868. 

Stand to your guns ! 
Ye Britons bold, ye free men brave, 
Whose manumission of the slave 
Your glorious charter boasts. 
The Antiphons 
Of wealth and territorial power 
Shall shrivel up within the hour, 
'Fore your enfranchised hosts. 



Unsheath your swords ! * 
Which scabbard-bound too long have lain ; 
And strike a blow with might and main 
For " liberty " and " right." 
Needs other words 
To fire the soul and nerve the arm, 
And peal the tocsin's loud alarum, 
To squadron for the fight ? 

* The sword political, of course, we mean. 
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NO ! by the soul 
Which once did animate a P)nii ; 
Whose memory Ages may not dim :— 
What greater honour than 
That BRAZEN BOWL, 
From which a patriot Hampden quaffed 
A glorious, though a martyr's, draught. 
Be proffer'd VE, again ? 



Shall these your Sires, 
Whose virtues History's page adorn. 
Look down upon their Sons with scorn ; 
Or shed a pitying tear ? 
Those sacred fires — 
More pure than Vestals' in their Urn ; 
Which fed by blood, the brighter bum — 
Be extinguished by base fear ? 



Arm ! for the field I 
With Bright and Gladstone sword in hand — 
Those high-soul'd Generals in command — 
The issue who may doubt ? 
" Right " for your shield ; 
" Justice " your mailbd panoply ; 
And " Universal Good " your plea ; 
Hell's legions ye should rout. 
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Your ranks up-close ! 
The " mounted " charge en masse receive ! 
Though " the four hundred "* make believe 
The Liberal " squares " to break ; 
The people's foes 
A power omnipotent shall meet, 
Will bow them to their conquerors' feet ; — 
If not the Kingdom shake. 



Your armour doff ! 
Not till the strongholds of the foe 
Are stormed, dismantled, and laid low ; 
No more to over-stride. 
Her shackles off, 
A Country's love your meed shall be ; 
Sweeter than shouts of Victory ; 
Or wreath-ed Conquest's pride. 

Your hosts disband ! 
Not till your arms have brought to pass 
Rendition of a ^^favored^^ Class; 
Constrictors of your rights. 
Les nobles grands I 
Whose pomp, at penury's cost maintained. 
The general mind has long enchained 
In deeper gloom than Night's. 

* The self-elected rulers, or oligarchy of Athens, were of thb number. 
B.C. 411. 
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Up then, ye brave ! 
Ye newly-franchised sons of toil : 
And from the spoilers rend the spoil : — 
Up-rise ye I rank and file. 
March on I to save — 
Your first essky in chivalry — 
Those yet fast bound in slavery : 
The sons of Erin's Isle. 



God speed ! we pray, 
The men who champion England's name, 
For Island — Ocean — ^World-wide — fame ! — 
Whose flag no truckling stains. 
Now dawns the day 
When Britain's sons must dare the strife; 
And sooner yield, in battle, life, 
Than wear ignoble chains. 




M 



THE ASSIGNATION. 

" It is my soul, that calls upon my name : 
How silver-sweet sound lovers' tongues by night. 
Like softest music to attending ears V — 

** Gallop apace, you fiery-footed steeds. 
Towards Phoebus' mansion ; such a waggoner 
As Phaeton would whip you to the West. 
And bring in cloudy night immediately. — 
Spread thy close curtain, love-performing night ! 
That run-aways' eyes may wink ; and Romeo 
Leap to these arms, untalk'd of, and unseen ! — 
Lovers can see to do their amorous rites 
By their own beauties ; or, if love be blind. 
It best agrees with night." — Romeo and Juliet. 

Roseate as the blush of Morning ; 
Lovelier than the peep of Day ; 
One fair flower her breast adorning, 
Nelly trippeth on her way 
'Cross the greensward, like some sprightly fay. 

'Neath her light and springing footstep, 
Flowerets, laughing, droop their heads ; 
Daisy, buttercup, and cowslip. 
Yielding incense where she treads. 
Sweeter than acolyte at altar sheds. 

Now, a tender " atno " humming. 
Like Temminckii* on the wing : 
Telling him who waits her coming. 
With his love's '* first-offering," 
That the heart, too, has its time of Spring. 

* Trochilus Temminckii; a humming-bird. 
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ART ! hadst Thou the gift but gi'en us, 
To depict with Titian power : 
Now the reign of Angelo's Venus 
Had surceased this very hour ; 
Where she stands at entrance to her bower. 

Oh 1 those almond orbs that twinkle 
With the light of myriad wiles : — 
Parian brow without a wrinkle ; 
Lips enwreathed in magic smiles : — 
Tout ensemble such as heart beguiles. 

Darest thou, favoured One in waiting, 
Ev'n this host of charms essdy ? — 
Eye and soul at once delighting, 
With their matchless, bright array : — 
Star-lights clust'ring in a Milky-Way. 

If so ? then no mere Adonis, 
But brave Cupid's henchman, thou : 
And a laurel crown the one is 
Which befits thy conqueror brow : — 
Let us see thee win and wear her, NO W. 

WIN and WEAR her as a treasure : 
'Tis no ordinary bliss : — 
Other joys we'd stoop to measure. 
But beyond all bound is this — 
Nelly's love-plight sealed with virgin kiss. 
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EXTRACT FROM " TELESCOPIC MUSINGS." 

APOSTOLIC SUCCESSION. 



And these are they, who, both in earth and heaven, 
For during AGES, power o'er men are given 1 
Oh, empty boast ! Oh, figment of the brain ! 
That such can " bind and loose," firanchise or chain. 

Better, far better, both for Church and State, 
That each should have its functions separate. 
Christ's Overseers, 'bove all, would find it so ; 
And greater power would wield the Church below. 
Simply with " gospel preparation shod," 
Nor Queen nor Premier put in place of God, 
Their power would prove, as did the saints' of Old, 
Greater for lack of rank, and 'pomp, and gold. 
Like to the early champions of the Cross, 
Counting, for love of Christ, all things but loss : 
Then, would no questions calling for assize, 
As to their delegated powers, arise. 

But, fig ! for claims of Apostolicy, 

Whilst made or marred by Earthly sovereignty. 

Of all the settled articles of belief. 
Direct succession ranks among the chief. 
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Yet, tell' the world so ! Twill as soon believe 
The power of carrying water in a sieve. 
Tell it that fire won't bum ; nor poison kill ; 
And sooner credit all of this it will, 
Than trust in the divine authority 
Of every First Lord of the Treasury. 

The Pope's infallibility, to this, 

A bagatelle is. And we'd rather kiss 

His old and corny big-toe, with a buss 

So warm, as ne'er a Pontifex Maximus 

Of Rome could boast of since their rule began, 

Than have in Downing Street a Vatican. 

No ! If it now be possible, at length 

To endue the Church again with its shorn strength ; 

And Samson-like, ev'n in its dying throes,* 

Give it the power of triumph o'er its foes ; 

It must be done by strength from Him, direct. 

Who gave His Church, cUone^ the power to elect. 

Fine time o' day ! indeed ; when such must wait 
The pleasure of a Minister of State ; 
Who first the " changes " politick will ring ; 
Then serve his GOD by pleasuring his KING ! 

* ♦ ♦ ♦ ♦ 

Need we refer to other than Queen Bess, 
Who fifty-times out-poped His Holiness ? 

* We here mean the SteUe Church, of course. 
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Head of the Church, — and root of strange extractions- 
When pinched for cash for private benefactions, 
What did Bess do, to realize the money, 
But Bishop's " skep " upset, and mulct the honey I 

TTiuSy did she write to Ely's prelate lord. 

As near as we can give it, word for word, — 

" Remember what you are, Right Reverend Sir ; 

And wha it was that made you what you are ! 

Your rank and wealth and power you owe Us : And 

By God ! Sir, We'll unfrock you. By Our hand 

We swear it ! now inditing this epistle ; 

Or change you will, Sir, both your tune and whistle." 

Oh, noble commentary on " succession ! " 
And from queen protestant what a profession ! 
Oh ! State-beridden Church ! with such a Head, 
What wonder devils o'er it triumphed 1 

A fine apostleship, and great, we ween ; 
Held at the suffrage of a flirting queen ! 
Who dares to threat Her Anointed to un-frock ; 
As nurse, some child unruly, of its smock. 
&c. &c. 
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AH ! TELL ME, NE VER, TO FORGET. 

Forget? Why, one might as reasonably bring a Salamander to a state of 
incandescence, or white heat, and expect him to feel cool to the touch, as hope 
to blot out, effectually, impressions of persons, places, and things from the 
tablet of the memory. We say memory, advisedly, and in contradistinction to 
the commonly adopted expression — **the tablet of the brain." We believe 
devoutly in this thesis ; that, though more generally or fully exercised by the 
capital organs and senses, memory is not peculiar to mind, alone ; any more than 
that mind has for its exclusive organ the brain proper. In fact,*it has been 
demonstrated in the lower animals, to whom no one will deny the powers of 
memory, that the reflex acts of the spinal cord, independently of the brain, will 
display aim, consciousness, and volition : and hence it has been concluded, that 
the whole body becomes a "registry" of acts, feelings, and impressions, done, 
received by, or made upon it. 

What says a celebrated physiologist on the subject? "There are certain 
actions, movements, manifestations, which it is difficult to class : whether they 
are mental or physical. For, if they are mental, we must greatly enlarge our 
conception of mind ; and of its seat. If they are physical, then we must sub- 
tract from mind functions which have hitherto been held as essential to its 
full functions." 

What we usually hear spoken of, as " impressions," has been set down as the 
physiological condition of ideas : and the registration of these is memory. We 
are told that in every nerve-cell of the body there is memory. Nay, that it is 
probably in every organic element of the body. That memory, in short, is 
simply an organic registration of effects or impressions ; the organization of ex- 
perience ; and comparatively, if not absolutely, independent of the will. Hence, 
even up to the hour of death, until disorganization results, these are never 
actually forgotten ; but will endure while life lasts. We may be powerless to 
recall them, at will, even ; but no waves of oblivion will be able utterly to efface 
their character. An accident, a momentary flash will reproduce them vividly, 
when they would seem to have evanished for ever. 

Oh ! beneficent, cruel, hateful, loving, devil, angel. Memory ! Who may 
sound thy bottomless pit of horrors ! Who can compass thy "marches" of 
trustful, holy love ; thy registry of pure and honourable friendships ; thy con- 
sciousness of cherished joys ; thy record of noble deeds ? 

Ah ! tell me, never^ to forget, 

Till life shall pass away, 
That Procyon * round with lustres set — 

Thou star of peerless ray. 

* Procyon. A fixed star of the first magnitude. 
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Though high in regions 'yond my sphere, 
That glimpse but-one of thee, 

Through medium of Memory clear, 
I would undimmed should be. 

Ah ! tell me, never y to forget 

That gentle voice of thine. 
Which comes to me like echo, yet, 

Of melody divine : 
Causing the harp of thousand strings 

Its thousand strings to move. 
In concord with its utterings 

Of friendship and of love. 



Ah ! tell me, never, to forget 

That arch expressive face ; 
Where power and grace seem to have met, 

Their lineaments to trace. 
Like some rare picture, treasured so, 

Hung up in truest light. 
It seems to live before me : — Oh ! 

Who'd move it from my sight? 

Ah ! tell me, never^ to foiget : — 
Were sense of sound all gone, 

And iris, like an anchoret. 

From sight of world withdrawn ; 
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The pressure of thy gentle arm, 
Thy hand's warm clasp in mine, 

Would bring to memory back a charm, 
Though one of " auld lang syne." 

Ah ! tell me, never^ to forget — 

And all the rest above — 
That bright example by thee set, 

Of charity and love : 
Than woman's more an angel grace ; 

So pure and truthful 'tis. 
That beings of a loftier race 

Might claim its genesis. 

Then, tell me, never y to forget, 

While Memory's powers shall last, 
What may not, can not^ cause regret — 

The halcyons* of the past. 
Like those bright birds, they will to me 

But prove a token blest : 
An omen, on life's troubled sea, 

Of peace and calm and rest. 



* Halcyon, or King-fisher bird ; which lays its eggs in its nest, on the sea ; 
and during whose incubation there is said to be always a calm. 
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ODE TO FRIENDSHIP. 

Friendship ! thou Grace of choicest theme, 

For pencil and for song ! 
Cheering us with thy fervid beam 

Life's clouded path along : 

Thine 'tis to move the human soul 
To loftiest thoughts and pure : 

Thy fitting trope ^rAparabole 
Heav'n's gleaming cynosure. 

Let angels harp to thrilling lays, 
O'er spirits " lost and found :" — 

Give me the love that grief allays, 
And probes, to cure, the wound. 

Give me the heart, like brimming cup 

To parched palate giv'n : 
The generous hand to buoy him up 

That's sinking, leeward driVn : 

The heart that thrills to smallest touch 

Or sign of sister's woe : 
His arm that shieldeth, suffering much. 

That sister stricken low. 
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Glorious ! that universal love — 

A Howard's and a Fry's ; 
Which deeper yeam'd, and closer clove 

To vile humanities. 

Oh, Friendship I sublimate in Him 

Who gave His life for all ; • 
Thy lustre such no time may dim, 

Nor passion sensual. 

Closer than brother hearts entwine, 
Or hand or lips can press : 

« 

'Most passing love of women, thine 
In gushing tenderness. 

Oh ! life-boat — ^beacon — ^minute-gun — 

'Mid life's un-charted seas : 
Oh ! refuge for each shipwreck'd one : — 

Thou, Friendship, art all jthese. 

Unchanged; whilst ever changing form 

Thine image doth present : 
Unchanged in sun-shine and in storm. 

To life both incident. 

In budding years, in childhood's time. 

Full fickle thou may'st be ; 
Yet joys nor cares nor distant clime 

Can warp thy memory. 
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Ev'n as the needle to the Pole 
Dips, answering to its hest ; • 

So turns the wayward wandering soul, 
Homeward to love and rest 

Memories, like bands of sacred shrine, 
Our loving thoughts en-zone ; 

Beneath thy spell, oh, friendship I thine^ 
Great Talisman, alone. 

Thy balmy breath doth o'er the mind 

Sweet influences shed ; 
As when the fragrant soft South wind 

Kisseth some violet bed. 

Thou bring'st the Exile from afar. 
His spirit touched with ruth : 

Led by some tremblent vestal star. 
Bright vision of his youth. 

Needs there to kiss fair maiden's hand, 

Thy entity to prove ? 
Or help required of Elfin wand, 

To change thee into love ? — 

Love ! gentle, self-surrend'ring, love ! 

True friendship culminate : — 
With voice as soft as coo-ing dove, 

Close-nestling by its mate. 
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Oh, love ! oh, friendship ! by what name 

Soever thou art known ; 
Abide with me, and let me claim 

Thee, ever, for mine own : 

Unchanging still with passing years : 

Green spot in desert plain : 
Though watered full and oft with tears 

Of mingled bliss and pain : — 

Those priceless jewels; brightest gems 

Yet found beneath the skies : 
Unmatched in all Earth's diadems — 

Pure drops from loving eyes. 
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BALMY SLEEP. 



Tired Nature's sweet restorer, balmy sleep." 



Rest ! gentle infancy, upon a mother's breast ; 
With dimpled cheek and chin, and eyelids closed : 
Rest on thy pillow soft, as softly pressed ; 
In slumber sweet each lineament composed. 

Rest ! careless boyhood, ruddy-faced and fair ; 
Whose favourite games the sunny hours have sped : 
Closing each happy day with simple prayer. 
Thou sleep'st ere yet well pillowed thy head. 

Rest ! hopeful youth, whose task of life's begun : 
Hard toil and labour haply mark thy way : — 
Sink into rest, as sinks the setting sun, 
Till duty calls again at break of day. 

Rest ! struggling manhood : — Oh ! that all were thine 
Of balmy sleep thou needest ; small thy share : — 
How sweet thy rest should be if power were mine ; 
Too soon to wake to life's corroding care. 
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Rest ! gentle womanhood : thy children's cries 
Full oft invade the " watches of the night : " 
Yet are thy slumbers blest ; thy loving eyes 
Endued with strength to meet returning light. 

Rest ! ripe Old Age ; thy warfare all but o'er : 
The busy world seems but a dream to thee. 
Peace be thy rest ! that long long sleep before 
Which has its wakening in Eternity. 

Rest ! sacred dead ; your memory hallowed be ; 
Your little faults all shrouded in the tomb. 
In your grass-covered mounds we only see 
Earth sown with seed of an Immortal bloom. 





APHORISMS. 



** Pride is as detestable as it is contemptible ; and, moreover, is a sure index of 
gross ignorance." 

" Boast not thyself of to-morrow.'* 

** Man Cometh up, and is cut down like a flower." 

" Nevertheless, man will not abide in honour, seeing he may be compared imto 
the beasts that perish." 

*' He heapeth up riches, and cannot tell who shall gather them." 

** Now we see through a glass darkly." " The darkest hour," *tis said, ** pre- 
cedes the dawn." 

** Sufficient for the day is the evil thereof." 

" God is a s^re refuge, and a strong foundation." 

*' He shall give His angels charge concerning thee." 

" For HE shall put all things under His feet." 

Pride, pauper-man's pride, hellish passion accursed ! 
Who will dare to stand forth its apology? 
The child of the devil, in heaven though nursed. 
It is damned by all creeds of theology. 

Man hath, in this world, but a brief time to stay : 
And ^Aaf how impregnate with sorrow : 
Nor may he compound for the ills of to-day, 
By a draft on the Bank of to-morrow. 

In the morning of life, with the flowerets we vie ; 
Twixt loving hearts stand we, a token : 
And lo 1 ere a sunset hath gilded our sky, 
In the dust we lie withered and broken. 



"f 
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We pant for the riches and honours of Earth ; 
And the sum of them all is a bubble. 
In the last throes of death, as in wailings of birth, 
Fly upward the symbols of trouble. 

Here, we know but in part, nor shall ever the whole ; 
Scarce one glimpse of the spirit-world given : — 
Nay, the deep gloom of death must o'er-shadow the soul, 
Ere it welcomes the day-dawn of Heaven. 

Then, let not the sceptic nor infidel scoff ; 
Our guide from religion we borrow : — 
All-enough for to-day is the evil thereof ; 
And we know not what shall be to-morrow. 

Only, build we our trust upon Him, whom to know 
Is our exceeding crown, life eternal : 
In HIS presence sweet rivers of joy ever flow. ; 
And pleasures abide, which are vernal. 

Safe under the shadow of His potent wing. 
Should doubtings of spirit enfold us, 
A legion of angels upround us will spring, 
And from danger of falling uphold us. 

Not the powers of Darkness, of Hell, of the Grave, 
Nor he who their serried bands train eth, 
Shall stand against HIM who is mighty to save : — 
" For the Lord God Omnipotent reigneth /" 



N 
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THE " PENNY-A-BOX " PARLIAMENTARY 

CAMPAIGN, 187 1. 

Commander-in-Chief: Right Hon. Robert Lowe, M.P. 

Quoins of Bedlam ! what a row ! 

'Mongst the people " under hatches : " 
Blessbd nation all a-lowe 

Set on fire by phos-pho matches ! 

All our female helps half-wild : 

All our masculines defiant : 
Every man and mother's child 

Up in arms for " May and Bryant." 

Hapless rulers of a nation, 
What a set of ninnies you be 1 

Causing such a conflagration, 
By a tax on boxes " Ruby," 

Ally from Howes to jack-tar Mizzens, 
Talk of nothing — shrive us ! Muses, — 

But the goings-oflf and fizzin's 
Of Vesuvians and fusees. 
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Every half-fledged beardless smoker, 

Swearing by his cutty Bums* : — 
" Irish roll" they've given a choker; 

Played the deuce with all " returns/' 

Have we proof more clear, more plain, 

Oflfered e'en by Peter Pindar, 
That the poor are sold again. 

Scarce redeemed from " steel and tmder ?" 

Can it be, that Lowe-no-light 

Leave has taken of his senses ? 
Courting, thousand times a-night, 

Curses deep on his expenses. 

Though he put us in the stocks I 

Wouldn't scruple we to tell him, 
After taxing every box, 

He should be compelled to sell 'em. 

Did he 'pend for bite and sup. 

On a gross of shale-oil matches ; 
Faix ! on counting profits up. 

He would find them no great catches ! 

But, the notion of the thing ! 

Makes us like to split with laughter ; — 
Fills us with a hankering, 

Just to know what might come after. 



196 THOUGHTS OF LEISURE HOURS, 

What a strain at " ways and means," 
For a proud and august nation ! — 

Paint it on St Stephen's scenes : 
Marvellous piece of legislation ! 

Call it — " movement retrograde ? " 

No such thing dear sapient lords ! 
Why should not a Board of Trade 
^ Carry on a trade in boards ? 

Not a bit on't lowering ^ttia ! 

Split your fir planks into shivers ! 
When we get **' a light," we'll dream 

Match-less ye are as law-givers. 

Might we venture one more " tip ? " 
Yes; we'll put it black and white in : — 

Think ! as every bunch ye dip. 
If us, ye don't our burdens lighten. 

Look you ! Sir Exchequer Lowe ; — 
Thousand folks 'tween here and Dunstane, 

Could they have their wishes now. 

Would vote you your " fouth o' brunstane." 
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THE GRIEFS OF AGE. 

Far drifted on life's ebbing tide, 

Hard by a grave I stood : 
Around me slept, on ev'iy side, 

A mould'ring brotherhood. 

One there, consigned to early tomb, 

In time of infancy ; 
Bom of the same dear mother's womb, 

A nursling babe with me. 

Close by, two other children lay. 

Both in one hallowed bed : 
My first and second born were they ; — 

Long numbered with the dead. 

Some, too, with whom in early years 
Youth's pleasant paths I trod : 

Half-century since my bitter tears , 
Rain'd on their grassy sod. 

And more were there, whose manly forms. 

And manly hearts beside. 
Had braved with me life's fitful storms ; — 

Now lying side by side. 
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■ 

Some few, but few, of white-hair'd men, 

Who in the race of life 
Had reached the goal of threescore-ten ; — 

There, too, my faithful wife. 

And there I stood once more — and must ! 

With palsied sense to hear — 
" Ashes to ashes ! dust to dust ! " 

Fall on a grand-child's bier.* 

Ten years had sped, the Spring-time last, 

Since joy announced his birth : 
The next beheld, e'er Winter passed, 

His mother laid in earth. 

Seven months he pined, and wished to die ; 

Yet lingering through another ! 
He long'd — he said, when questioned why ? — 

To join his darling mother. 

And now, as bier on bier they laid, 

Sweet strains up seemed to rise. 
As tho' the kindred dust still had 

Its deathless sympathies : — 

Strains as from those who, long exiled, 

Embrace full tenderly : — 
"I couldn't stay with thee, my child; 

But thou art come to me." 

* Bier, though sometimes used in this sense, is strictly speaking the carriage 
on which the dead are borne to the grave. 
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And now but one survives to-day, 
Who nestled on her breast : — 

God ! shall he be spared to lay 
This aged fonn to rest ? — 

That welcome rest which nature craves, 

And God in mercy sends : — 
Welcome ! that rest among the graves 

Of kindred and of friends. 

Yet ; let this thought from sin be free : 
Until my race be run, 

1 wait in boundless trust on Thee : — 

My God ! Thy will be done. 
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EXTRACT FROM "TELESCOPIC MUSINGS." 



CONSECRATED GROUND : OF, THE PARADISE OF DEATH. 



Tis true, the Church had one great vantage gained ; 
Not now, as in the Old Golgotha, chained : 
Orthodox bones might rest, from contact free, 
In earth untainted by damned heresy : — 
Earth hallowed made by bishop promenade. 
And clerks and deacons in full costume clad ; 

Materially aided by we know ! 

Saints A, B, C, D, E, F, G, and Co. 

Ah ! proper men ! of virtues sublimate : 
Twas needful to make't wholly consecrate, 
God's beauteous earth, so restful calm and sweet, 
Should have the impress oiyour holy feet 

Amazing providence ! Economy grand ! 
Which was revealed in each white willow wand, 
Tipped with bright gold, and held aloof as torch 
To guide the footsteps of the Catholic Church. 
'Long side of prelate and his chaplain bands, 
Waved by such " devil-take-dissenters " hands, 
'T were more than enough, at lowest estimate^ 
Bishop, and Ground, and All, to consecrate. 



THOUGHTS OF LEISURE HOURS, 201 

Who could but feel superlatively blest, 
That for his corpus waited such true rest ? 
While those of vile schismatics, lack-a-day ! 
Iji mould unconsecrate should rot away. 

Oh ! 'twas a mighty step, and in advance, 

That " wall-of-separation " ordinance. 

The churchman-sparrow now in peace should rest ; 

Nor heretic-cuckoo invade his nest. 

Thy sharpest sting, O, Death ! innocuous found : 

Where now thy victory. Grave ! in hallowed ground ? 

No longer faced by eyeless Wesleyan churl : 

No longer swept by Methodistic curl : 

No Presbyterian haunch, schismatical. 

Should brush 'gainst Churchman at the trumpet's call : 

Nor Anabaptist's cursed spinal cord 

Rise, wriggling up, between him and his Lord. 

Oh, beauteous earth ! Oh, paradise of death ! 

Fair Eden ! where no devil entereth. 

Oh, glorious privilege ! consecrated ground : 

Where naught without the Church! s pale is found. 

Who shall express the bliss of being laid 

To deep, long, rest by consecrated spade ? 

ft 

Surely, the matter needs no argument : 

Our proposition's one self-evident 

Granted, on both sides, " ashes " their " ashes " claim ; 

That's because " dust " 's our grand generic name. 



202 THOUGHTS OF LEISURE HOURS. 

Don't tell us so — ^for we know better — ^that 
There's not a bawbee's toss 'tween either plat. 
Why all this fuss ? those rubric-nilbd prayers ? 
Investiture of saints with solemn airs ? 
Those special robes ; and petty-bailiff staves ? 
And grave perambulators of our graves ? 

Depend upon it, not a trifling good 

Must be the sum of such solicitude. 

And hence, assured we're from these premisses, 

That churchman's ground most comfortable is : — 

That more than Heaven's stars differ in their glory. 

Do carcases in their last dormitory ! 

Heav'n shrive us ! if we fail to estimate 
A goal so blessed, so inviolate. 

Hark ! to those songs of holy aspiration ; 
Lauding the Lord for joys of consecration. 
Ev'n now, God's representative has fixed 
His mitre-barrier, goats and sheep betwixt. 

Hark ! to those sons of Athanasian Sires : 
How swell their paeans, twang their golden wires. 
Thus do they seem, by voice and look, to say — 
" We pity you poor souls across the way." 

Oh ! Christ-like love ! to make each new-dug tomb 
A kind of dank, dark, foist Debating-Room : — 
That men who'd died each other's life to save, 
Should find their first hate springing from the grave : 



THOUGHTS OF LEISURE HOURS, 203 

Unparted since they ope'd their mother's womb, 
Lie parted now, far separate, in the tomb : 
One sleeping here, in Bishop-hallowed ground : 
The brother 'neath a/;;-consecrated mound ! 

Oh, Gracious Heav'n ! ^///-consecrated ground ! 
Where lie thy " Signs and Wonders " all around ! 
As if THY HAND, which heavily had pressed 
Upon thy people's heart, had left their " Rest" 
Less " Sacred to the Memory " than next bed, 
O'er which the palm of Bishop had been spread ! 

To Christians, as to Jews, is't needful that 
They have their " Valley of Jehoshaphat ? " 

Consecrate side ! Good Churchman, is it so, 
On yours, alone, that living waters flow ? 
Is that heart-prayer which wingeth up to God — 
Those tears which drip upon the greeny sod — 
That sweet affection, pastor's, wife's, or friend's. 
Which, higher than the grave is deep, ascends — 
Are these, are all, because no mitred head 
Chaunts o'er the beauteous service for the dead — 
Are these, are all, because ordainbd men, 
Yclept " parish clerks," drawl out no bought A-men ; 
No steeple bells clang out their notes of sorrow ; 
Prelude, perchance, to wedding-chimes to-morrow — 
Are these, are all, we say, when purely given. 
Less worthy Man, a/«-consecrate of Heaven ? 
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Or, zealots ye ! is that corruption less, 
Which waits you in your land of Nothingness, 
Than that which gorgeth on your brother man, 
Whose mortal part rots under Bishop's ban ? 

Or, will ye dare, at Resurrection's blast, 

One look of triumph or of pity cast ? 

Or deem God's beauteous Earth w«-hallowed ground, 

Till Father Longley first hath paced it round ? 

We shouldn't wonder, an' ye then declined 

To enter Heaven with bodies non-refined ! — 

We say " with bodies ;" though 't may be, perchance, 

" Within the pale " of Churchman's arrogance, 

To deem his " soul " will, after death, be found. 

His body like, in CONSECRATED GROUND. 

• 

Strange ! is it not ? — Sojourners for an hour. 
Brother 'gainst brother must show forth his power. 
Stranger ! that men, associates from their birth, 
Should wince at mingling in their Common Earth. 

In life, they buy and sell, nor think it strange 
In this world's goods to barter, fair exchange : 
Yea ! round the friendly circle, rising up 
They'll pledge each other in the social cup ; 
Shake hands, and smile, and seek a parting grasp, 
Wishing the temp'ral an eternal clasp : — 
Yet, in the iast sad offices, they'll spurn 
The mingling of their ashes in One Urn ! 
&c. &c. &c. 



THOUGHTS OF LEISURE HOURS, 205 



But, in those things sepulchral, which present 
Such varied food for thought ; such rifts anent 
The parceUing out of grounds — ^A — B — ^and C ; 
And other stock-jobs of a cemetery; 
We cannot now indulge our pen that craves, 
Beyond a passing glance at ^^first-class " graves. 

A's hole of honour yawns for the Millionaire : 
He pays for it, yawn and all^ so that's but fair. 
Display, to him, was fame and eke renown, 
And to the very grave it tends him down : 
And all his heirs can now do, to contrive is 
To vaunt, in death, the pomp of living Dives. 

Truly ! a life of pride is fitly crowned, 

By keeping rotting corpse so long 'bove ground. 

An act they dignify — and tha.t^s jam satis — 

As custom trh distinguS— LYING IN STATE 'tis I 

Lying in State ! Our whole position proving. 
Oh, could they only but have kept him moving ! 
Attained could that desideratum be, 
Who more would dare condole with poverty ? 

Ah ! we should have a singular community, 
If Wealth from Death could purchase an immunity. 
What pigmy struggles those now marking, life, 
Compared with Immortality's fierce strife : 
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When man's best interest 'twould be — ^and no gammon I 
To offer sacrifice at shrine of Mammon : 
Nor cares for heaven, nor fears of hell to tease us, 
So long as tribute we could pay to Croesus. 

A Duke ! Good Heavens ! Z?J?'d never dream of dying. 
With millions sterling in his coffers lying. 
The less so, if at compound interest 
He might such princely capital invest ; 
Nor one dark shadow o'er his spirit fall, 
From fear of bankers of the tribe of Paul. 

Who then would dare the Miser to degrade ? 
Since wealth the elixir of life was made. 
Who more would dare the sordid wretch to scorn, 
Whose gold the King of terrors could suborn ? 

How would the already-rich hoard up his store ; 
And he that much possessed still grasp at more ? 
Whilst he, whose poverty made doubtful life, 
Waged war against his kind — war to the knife : 
Might mocking Right : and Self all love embracing ; 
High Heaven's fair image utterly defacing. 

Where, with one lust, each breast should heave and throe. 
No need for incarnate devils from below. 
Come sword, come famine, pestilence, or dearth ; 
Combined^ these wouldn't make such Hell on Earth ! 

&c. &c. 
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LOVE. 

Holiest of passions, gentle Love, 
Thy wondrous power and grace we sing : 

Bright star that shineth all above — 
Pure fount whence living waters spring. 

First nurtured on a Mother^s breast. 
Whilst yet thy secret source unknown : 

By every fondling kiss impressed, 
And lullaby of softest tone. 

What boundless trust ; what rest is thine ! 

Though all-unuttered may it be : 
Of purest faith HeaVn's chosen " sign " — 

The simple love of infancy. 

And how thy gushing depths increase, 
As break their floods from gentlest lips 

On life's fair strand — ^hope, joy, and peace,- 
As wave succeeding wave outstrips. 

And happy they whose dawning mind 
Waits brothers' kindly tutoring : 

Or stores of sweet afifection find 
In sisters' gentle nurturing. 
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The buds which erst on parent stems, 

In beauty undeveloped hung, 
Soon blossom forth like floral gems ; 

And love's first carcanet is strung. 

And years move on, and seasons roll ; 

Nor thy dominion lesseneth : — 
Thine empire is the human soul ; 

Thy sceptre stronger eVn than death. 

Hearts knit in friendship, beaming eyes, 
Do homage to thee, court thy sway : 

In thy soft spell true virtue lies, 
And angels guard thy flowery way. 

But manhood's love ! who shall declare 
The unfathomed depths of such a sea ? 

That daring all, and watchful care, 
For her his home's divinity ? 

Profound ; yet less and only less 

Than that which woman's heart enshrines ; 
Her guardian love we all confess ; 

Nor that of angels it out-shines. 

For thou art woman's heritage : 

And quenchless, deathless, power is thine : 
Graved upon sacred history's page ; 

Immortal made by lips divine. 
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And, greatest love ! transcending all ! 

To all vouchsafed, to none denied : 
Promise co-eval with man's " fall ; " 

And bearing fruit on Calvary's side. 

Oh, priceless love ! it still may be 
Our hearts with grosser passions bum 

Yet, counselled by thy ministry, 

Our best affections heaven-ward turn. 

No truer worship can be given : 
Oblation fuller none may bring : 

Touch but our hearts, and fire from heaven 
Shall consecrate our offering. 




o 
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TRUE PEACE. 



" The peace of God, which passeth all understanding, keep your hearts and 
minds in the knowledge and love of God, and pf His Son Jesus Christ our Lord : 
and the blessing of God Almighty, the Father, the Son, and the Holy Ghost, be 
amongst you and remain with you ahi^ays. Amen." 



Where shall a man find peace ? 
Not in the tavern's smoke-dyed haunt, 
Where nightly bids he " Care, avaunt /" 
Drinking the while his children want : — 

Not there is peace. 



Where shall a man find peace ? 
Not in the Opera's lamp-lit stalls ; 
Neither within those gold-draped walls 
Where mimic play the soul enthralls :— 

Not there is peace. 



Where shall a man find peace ? 
Not in the Turf's unhallowed ring; 
Though Wealth's accession it should bring 
Accursed is the venturing : — 

Not there is peace. 
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Where shall a man find peace ? 
Not in those dens of infamy, 
Where " rot^ d noir " hired heMioraids cry ; 
And souls are staked on cast of die : — 

Not there is peace. 

Where shall a man find peace ? 
Not in the ball-room's giddy maze, 
Where coquettes flirt and rouis gaze ; 
Where vice is found in every phase : — 

Not there is peace. 

Where shall a man find peace ? 
Not in the gilded night-saloon, 
Where danselises trip in satin shoon ; 
Or swells the song of coarse bufifoon : — 

Not there is peace. 

Where shall a man find peace ? 
Not in the house of brothel fame, 
With sisters hired of old beldame ; 
Harpies, whose hearts are seared to shame : — 

Not there is peace. 

Where shall a man find peace ? 
Well wot we ! — ^by his own fireside. 
With her whom once he called his bride : 
Come weal I come woe ! what-e'er betide ; 

'Tis there is peace. 
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He only can ensue sweet peace, 
Who, striving best as best he may, 
Well-labouring while 'tis called to-day, 
At night his body down shall lay. 

Praying for peace — 

That holy, calm, and restful peace, 
His understanding all above ; 
Keeping his heart and mind in love 
Of Father, Son, and Holy Dove : — 

God*s promised peace. 
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ODE TO MEMORY. 



Written on the day following the celebration of a wedding, at , in York- 
shire ; and at the close of a never-to-be-forgotten visit of great enjoyment 



Great keeper of the Privy Seal ; 

Custodian of life's chaptered tomes; 
Protector of the Common-Weal ; 

And guardian spirit of our homes : 

Thine attributes ail-but divine ; 

Thou, Memory, art with power arrayed : 
Nor less thine offices benign, 

That ruthless Conscience claims thy aid. 

Oft have we watched thy first faint sign, 
Sweet babe-hood's dimpled smiles among; 

Like some fair brooklet's silver line 
Still widening as it glides along : 

Sparkling, anon, through Youth's champaign ; 

Kissing its flowery banks the while ; 
Ere Manhood's care and bitter pain, 

Like MaraKs waters, thine defile. 
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Oh ! boon beyond all price to man : 
That giv'st to life a latter Spring ; 

Soothing the weary-worn and wan, 
like native stream's soft murmuring. 

What I though dark flood or rapid's roar 
Tell of fierce passions, now and then ! 

Thy wondrous spell thou castest o'er. 
And hie'st them to Oblivion's main : — 

Delighting ever to up-call. 

Low, from the caverns where they sleep, 
Ghosts of the bright and beautiful ; 

Like " spirits from the vasty deep." 

Distance so great, nor Time's full span^ 
Can shroud " the light of other days :*' 

EVn brightest in the aged man, 
Oft vibrate thy reflected rays. 

Like as the Morning's red-disk'd sun. 
Springing from briny Ocean bed. 

Unfolds anew in every zone 
Those charms which Night o'er-shadowed :- 

Or, as the Evening shadows fall 
But to enthrone the clustering stacs^ 

Where, from her dome celestial, 
Flash down coruscant meteors : — 
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So, Memory, thou with magic light 

Of Boreal tints and golden rays, 
Unfoldest, ever, visions bright 

That erst entranced our Childhood's gaze. 

Oh I loved companions passed away 1 

Ye gentle sisters long at rest ! 
Yottr cherished memories with us stay, 

On tablets graved within our breast. 

Remembrances \ to which tiirough life, 

As pilgrim to his staff, man clings : 

Those gentle tones which calm'd down strife, 

Like fannings of an Angel's wings. 
« « « « « 

Oh ! give us back the sunny hours, 
The cloudless joys of childhood's days ; 

Ere life's sweet cup was dash'd with sours. 
Or thorns beset its flowery ways. 

When hand in hand a-field we roamed. 

Or, listless, lolled on fairy green ; 
Where yellow cup and daisy bloomed, 

And bright blue beQs of Tynan 9heen. 

Nor for one moment shadow thou 
That br^ht corymbus clustering, fair ; 

Which once around a Mother's brow 
Bloomec^ emblem of affection rare. 
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So ; lift the veil from after years, 

When boyhood's merged in manhood's love; 
And maiden smiles and virgin tears 

For victory at the altar strove. 

Blot never out those looks, those words. 
Which love and passion first revealed : 

Those vial'd raptures — ^perfect chords — 
By Hymen's mystic rites un-sealed. 

No ! Memory : let thy ftmctions fail ; 

Nor spirits more thou exorcise ; 
Ere this last treasured vision pale : — 

The brightest of our memories. 

Weird amulet nor charm we ask ; 

No spell beyond thy witchery : 
Content in Thisbean smiles to bask, 

We love — and leave all else to thee. 

Nor blame, sweet spirit, an' it be 
Thyself ova pulses quicker move; 

When we recall in full degree 

The joys locked up in woman's love : 

Joys ! which have blotted out, full well. 

That stain which marred fair Eden's bliss : — 

Still Paradise with her to dwell : — 
The type of purest love, her kiss. 
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« « « « 

And so we greet thee, latest bom ; 

Sweet Memory but of yesterday I 
When ^'s bells, at early mom. 

Rang out their merry roundelay : 

When gentle hearts beat unison, 

And liquid eyes looked lovingly ; 
And iron tongues still pealing on 

Rang out their changes merrily : — 

For, now the Church had buckled two, 
By bands and prayer and holy song j 

What less should Church's steeple do. 
Than crown the rite with ^^ dong ding dong /^^} 

And HackfalFs heights and rocky slips 
Flung back the strains till even-tide : 

Where, in ripe vintage lips pledged lips 
To John of and his bride. 
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IDOL WORSHIP. 

" Thou shalt worship the Locd thy God, and Him. only shah thou serve/' 

Man's first great duty is to God supreme : 
His holy Word our safe, unerring guide : 

All other trusts are baseless as the dream 
Which vanisheth away at morning-tide. 

Not as the swellings of despotic powers ; 

But from a love which bounds Eternity, 
Sent forth that mandate Israel's God and ours — 

" Thou shalt not worship other Gods than me." 

Omniscience saw — all Idol incense vain — 
The rest eteme which Baal promiseth. 

Would, like the fiiiit upon Gomorrah's plain, 
Crumble to ashes at the touch of death. 

Oh, why should man then hesitate to pay 
That spirit homage which this love demands ? 

Refuse to serve whom angels fly to obey ; 
And sacrifice to idols made with hands ? 
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Can Wealth? — ^that god whose image fills the soul? — 
The joys-collective of a world like this ? — 

Can Fame, though blazoned wide as pole from pole, 
Compfosate for the loss of endless bliss ? 

Oh, THOU, who fillest all immensity; 

To whom, alone, our sacrifice is due ; 
Abolish thou our idols, utterly, 

That we may serve the living God and true. 




SONG : THE GOOD OLD DOMINIE. 

Written for, and sung on the occasion of presenting to our Master, Mr James 
Ferguson (Principal of the Borough Schools, Alnwick, for a period of thirty-five 
years) a valuable Silver Ink -stand, in token of the esteem and regard in which 
he was held by his numerous pupils. The presentation was made at a public 
supper, given in honoiu- of Mr Ferguson, at the Turk's Head Hotel 

My master was a dominie, 

A dominie was he ; 
And first of all I went to him 

To leam my A, B, C. 
When, to his great astonishment, 

I turned out such a " dab," 
Within a fortnight I was sent 

To leam my a-b, ab ! 

Oh ! the old good-hearted Dominie 
Who taught the Borough school. 

Thus I ran off from A, B, C, 

And every day ran faster ; 
For young Ambition whispered me — 

" Harry ! try and beat your master." 
And, day by day, that voice I heard ; 

By night it fired my breast 
With the image of a regal bird 

Just fledged in Euclid's nest. 

Oh ! the old good-hearted Dominie 
Who taught the Borough school. 
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So ; ere three weeks had well passed by, 

'Twas — " Now, Sir, if it please ye, 
Or whether it please or not, says I, 

1*11 have a ^ Readingmadeeasy P^^ 
Ah ! then he gave me such a look — 

" Not yet three weeks at school. 
And yet he wants another book 1 — 

The boy's a perfect fool." 

Oh ! the old good-hearted Dominie 
Who taught the Borough school. 



I neither could nor would entreat ; 

Indignantly surprised ; 
But I trotted off into my seat, 

And thus soliloquized — 
" Oh 1 honeyed sweets ! and juice of crabs ! " — 

It surely wasn't wrong — 
An' I wished both him and his a-b, abs 

En voyage* to Hong Kong ! 

Oh ! the old good-hearted Dominie 
Who taught the Borough school. 



* Surely, this is not an unprecedented instance of precocity I Bairns now-a- 
days seem to know incomparably and intimately more of the tortuosities of a 
China or a Yellow Sea, than they do of the simple by-ways of their own parish. 
As for our i^A^xcsL% parUz-vous-ingl we find them now quoting French long 
before they can properly speak their native language. Quite as astoimding a 
matter in our ears, often, as would it be to hear some of our best-belov^ feathered 
bipeds venturing on a — ** Les ^ois verts 1 Out! Out J" — ^before they had leamt 
to cry " quack 1 " properly in their mother tongue. 
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Yet still I loved him ; and, dare say, 

Old James was fond * of me : 
For, with ambition^ s help and his, 

I topped th* academy. 
And though of twenty years since syne. 

The best have passed away, 
His aged heart is still with mine : — 

God bless him, then, I say. 

Oh ! the old good-hearted Dominie 
Who taught the Borough school. 

* It has frequently been impressed upon us, that one of the clearest evidences 
of love is frequent chastening. And on such a basis of argument we could rear 
a colossal monument of Masters' tender regard for their pupils. Cane and myself 
were at one particular period about as intimate as Cain and Abel ever were : and 
probably agreed just about as well, too. Cane did n't quite kill us ; though ail-but. 
The veritable Q. E. D. of one old gentleman's great affection for us, though, was 
to be foimd in our occasional highly-sensitivized ruby-red ears^ of a temperature 
so exalted — raised, by knuckle collision, so much higher than any mere common- 
place blood heat — that they would needs have, for some hours afterward, to be 
subjected to a mitigated frictional process ; possiUy with an instinctive view of 
preventing their fracture into some dozen lobes, by too rapid a cooling I — or radia- 
tion o/heaiy as it is scientifically expressed. 
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EXTRACT FROM "TELESCOPIC MUSINGS." 



INFANT BAPTISM. 



Nor were such thoughts to Sexton's brain confined : 

They'd " furnished lodgings " ev'n in clerkly mind. 

Why, else, were rites of sepulture denied 

To children, ours, who un-baptized had died ? 

Sinking their hole, and huddling of them up. 

As though they were some hound's or terrier's pup. 

Heavens ! who would dread, save arrant fool or knave. 
To chant a requiem o'er sweet childhood's grave ? 
Or ; who that boasts a parent's love would fear 
To leave, unblessed by such, his offspring's bier ? 

Not we, indeed. On Mother-Earth's cold breast 
We lay them, kindly, hopefully, to rest : 
As when, 'mid shadows only of the Night, 
On other bosom woo'd to slumbers light. 

Child ! son or daughter : not to us mor^ dear. 
Though borne by four Evangelists your bier : 
Nor lesSy if laid in riteless secrecy. 
Beneath the ban of a whole Consistory. 
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Pope Pius, nor his Cardinalic crew, 

Safer o'er Jordan's stream could pilot you. 

Christ in the ship ! — though tempest-tossed — ^no more 

Is wanted to attain to Canaan's shore. 

Poor weakling ones ! — Or, what then, if not weak ? 
Believe ye your cantations, so to speak. 
Uttered in haste across baptismal font, 
Man's only passport to bright worlds beyont ? 
Bear ye, indeed, commission from above, 
To draw that line which boundaries God's love ? 
May devils seize on every Jairus' daughter, 
Unless she's sprinkled with your holy water ?* 

No ! ! And the stronger in our faith we grow. 
The while we cry, emphatically. No ! ! 
No ! by the hopes implanted in our breast : 
No I by our longings for eternal rest : 
No ! by that: love which bounds eternity : 
No ! by a Saviour's death and agony : 
No ! by our trust in Him whose word is sure ; 
Whose " tender mercies " evermore endure : — 
We answer No ! — ^for, by the Lord that lives. 
Who grace and pardon to His creatures gives. 
We'd sooner die an infant, un-baptized. 
Than shrouded be in lawn — and " canonized,^* 

* We tnily believe in the rite of baptism, nevertheless. Vide Pre&ce. 
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For safer should we deem ourselves of Heaven, 
Than Ebor*s Grace, or Canterbiuy's, even. 

O God ! that men boasting a larger share 
Of bram-power, thus should "idly beat the air:" 
Hold doctrine dark, as infamous to cherish, 
''That, without baptism, infants ev'n must perish." 

Babes !— and what helpless things they are, we know : — 

Oft brought to life by mother's last death throe : 

Powerless alike for good or evil, they ; 

Most helpless bom of all mammalia. 

These/ generate in God's appointed way, 

And dying by His providence, they say — 

These I going hence, unless by priesthood shriven. 

Have no " clear title " to the joys of Heaven ! 

Mere mites of souls. Ne'er blessed with single ray. 
Or glint of light — to make a choice of way. 
A choice of way ! OK, righteous One thou know'st 
They'd never caught a glimpse of finger-post 
And if they had, what mattered it, indeed, 
When not one letter of it they could read. 

Yet these^ poor, little^ tiny, sinless souls. 

Are by Heaven's Chancellor ** struck off the rolls." 

So far from being saved, and Abraham'd, 

The probability is — they II all be damned I 
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Oh, cursfed libel on a God of love ! 

A demon Moloch, rather, such would prove. 

More hideous far than sacrificial p)n:e, 

This causing our little ones to pass through fire. 

Ages gone by this doctrine proved to be 
Of millstone weight round neck of Catholic See. 
Sweet doctrine ! isn't it? and commended well ! 
Babes span-in-length writhing in flames of Hell I 
Poor babes — as school-book says of Tommy Barm— 
" Who never did a-body any harm." 

Here have we serio-comico romance : 
Top, acme, crown, of absolute arrogance. * 

What grand conceit of power is here premised I 

Almighty, and so nobly exercised ! 

O God, Thou'rt highly honoured ; and Thy name 

And attributes exalted by the same ; 

Who first set forth Thy boundless strength, to wit ; 

And then such god-like way of using it 



Forbid it, Heav'n ! such e'er our faith become. 
What are to us Augustine or Jerome ? 
We trust in Him who openeth 'like the womb, 
And at His pleasure hies us to the tomb. 
Strengthened we are by glints of human law ; 
And comfort, from our sense of justice^ draw. 
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For impious crime, for man impenitent, 
May be reserved a righteous punishment 
REBELLION we can rightly understand, 
And justify the repressive, strong, right-hand : 
Yet, think no less, the Helpless, Young, and Small 
'Twere ignominy to oppress at alL 

Glows history's pages not with beauteous tints ? — 

Retains not Earth its deep and bold imprints ? — 

Of self-devotion ; noble sacrifice ; 

Where suffering, helpless^ for deliverance cries ? 

Can aught the manly cheek crimson with shame, 

Or fire the soul with passion's fiercest flame, 

As when some damned fiend, in form of man, 

Or, an* it be, some strumpet harridan. 

Before a public tribune stands arraigned. 

Their hands in their own offspring's life-blood stained 

Hist ! — ^to a voice resounding from afar : 
Mars-hill re-echoing : — " We^ his offsprings are" 
And, if his offspring, and our Father he ? — 
What yearning love ! what tender wardenry ! 

Needeth there more, the true man, than to see 
His children helpless and in jeopardy ? 
Through scorching fire-waves, or in watery deep. 
Taking the reckless, brave, unmeasured leap : 
Rushing to rescue ; risking, daring, all ; 
The weak to save ? — and this mere Nature's call. 
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And yet, to HIM who seeth from above ; 
Whose justice is as infinite as His love ; 
To Him we dare impute a course or plan, 
Which we unite to execrate in man ! 
Dare to assume God honoured by a scheme 
That man, most damnable in man, would deem. 

We may be wrong ; but we have so believed, 

As we. have knowledge, faith, and light received. 

Nor love, nor honour, nor obedience, 

Nor homage could we give — 'twere mere pretence — 

To One whose RULE, by His Own Reason's made 

Less just than Man's ; when by that reason weighed. 

This is Our Faith ; undimmed by doubt or fear ; 
If not of all our tenets the most clear. 
At any rate, as babe we'd sooner die. 
Than bishop— though in the ^"^ odour of sanctity T 
&c. &c. &c. 
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"FORGET-ME-NOT." 

Fair flower, whose loveliness our childhood's cup 
Oft filled to brimming o'er : 

No storied scene we need to conjure up, 
Nor legendary lore, 

To hallow thy remembrance, ever-more. 

" Forget-me-not :" — Emblem most beautiful 
Of all that hearts hold dear : 

Thee, simple floweret, we love to cull; 
Breathing in accents clear 

Thy dulcet name, as if in Friendship's ear. 

Sweetest of wild-flowers ! Of all Flora's race 
What form can pair with thine ? 

Waving thy bright blue clusters in our face, 
As though it were design 

Thy very name in lovers' hearts to enshrine. 

" Forget-me-not ! " — ^Words of endearing sound, 

Which imiversal are : 
Even as thou their symbol art not found 

Only in grand parterre : 
But tittered, as thou bloomest, every-where. 
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Thy white-rimmed discs, even from peasant hands, 

Are true-love's offering : 
Far more than blazoned " Garter " is ; or lands 

In dowry from a King. — 
" Forget-me-not ! *' embraces every-thing. 

The Chivalry of England, it may be, 

Hath added to thy fame : 
Bearing thy badge in exile o'er the sea : 

Pledged deeply by the same 
In after-time its heritage to claim. 

Yet, lovely flower, more lovely still thou seem'st 

Dwelling in low estate ; 
Where, on the common path of life thou gleam'st. 

With humble sedge to mate. — 
To cdnfer bliss, it needs not to be GREAT. 

Oft, broken hearts, in far-off" stranger-lands. 
Reft by the stroke of doom, 

Have planted thee with gentle nurturing hands 
Upon the silent tomb : — 

But never yet wast thou known t?iere to bloom. 

It were as though thy bright enamel sheen 

And gorgeous orange eye 
Were all-too-gladsome for what once had been : — 

It seemed a mockery : 
The solemn Yew might live ; biU thou must die. 
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Bloom then 1 thou symbol of true love, sweet flower ! 

Thy fate no less we crave : — 
Joying with friendship's smile life's latest hour; 

Content like thee, so brave. 
To droop beneath the shadows of the Grave. 
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TO THE IVY. 

Hail ! cheery old plant, of bright emerald green ! 

How thy glossy lobed leaves in the winter snows gleam ! 

Though, of summer's gay beauties the Rose may be 

Queen, 
Her dynasty is, as to thine, but a dream. 

In the sculptures of Rome thou of yore wert enshrined : 
In the lyrics of Greece are thine honours proclaimed : 
TherCy an umbel of berries with ovates entwined : 
Here^ a chaplet of merit by Thalia claimed. 

Thy garland was worn by God Bacchus, alone; 
Till his god-ship indulged to excess in his wine ! 
When, the rollicking Deity sat on his throne. 
With his chaplet of ovates commingled with vine. 

In thy cuspated frondage of ever green bloom, 
Even Satyrs, *tis said, have enwreathed them of Old : 
Out-rivalling the gems of the butterfly broom, 
With thy star-figured blossoms of green tint and gold. 

And the ancient Greek priests still more honoured thee, 
When presenting some newly-wed pair with thy wreath ; 
As a s)rmbol of Union for ever and aye. 
And a closeness of tie which should last unto death. 
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But, why should we speak of thy world of the past ? 
Why raise to thine honour. the ghosts of the Dead ? 
When thy spell ever potent is over us cast, 
As oft as the ground of thy hauntings we tread. 

Few charms, dear Old Ivy, for us are so great 
As thy loving embrace of some Old Ruin wall : 
Like the arm of a friend, in adversity's fate, 
Still supporting its weakness, preventing its fall. 

Where a type, like to thee, of Humanity true ? 
Of a fond loving mother what emblem so rare ! 
Whilst thy male-gendered leaves are rough-sided and few j 
True heart-shaped zxQ those of thy branches that bear. 
« '» 4^ » » 

Who called thee a parasite? Surely some knave ; 
Some Gammon or Quirk of a blood-sucking race : 
Or a Ghoul might it be who would gorge in the grave ; 
Yet could libel thee, thus, with a term of disgrace. 

No ! brave-hearted climber ! thy roots will be found 
Struck honestly, deeply ; imbedded in earth : 
Thy life-blood and nourishment drawn from the ground ; 
And not from the friend which thine arms may engirth. 

Yonder once-mighty oak by the thunder-bolt riven ; 
These time-stricken Abbey walls sapped by decay ; 
Those legend-crowned turrets still looking to Heaven; 
Have each One and All in thy strength found a stay. 
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TivaQ flies while thou creepest 1 Old plant, can it be 
That he thus passes by thee, nor recks of thine age ? 
Or, confers he the gift of exemption on thee, 
While he marks upon us, through life's journey, each 
stage? 

Ah ; well ! young-old triend of some score years and ten. 
Not a grudge do we owe thee — ^though envy we may : 
For thy every-day homily — ^not now and then — 
Is a lesson of kindness to Man, by the way. 

All hail ! then, thou creeper, thou climber, thou friend ! 
Our love for thee, only with life will depart : 
Well-assured — ^for the good we have done — at its end. 
If we have but a claim to one-half thy desert. 
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NIGHT^IDE IN AUTUMN. 



Time — The curfew hour, at full moon. 

Scene — The banks of the AIn ; an old beech tree and mossy knoll close by. 



Day dies ; and shadows make its shroud : — 
This is the investiture of Night — 

HerCy when is hushed the busy crowd, 
And all is dim to outward sight, 

By Aln*s waters, Eulalie, 

O'er memories of the past I brood ; 
A spell upon my spirit, I 

Would not have broken, an' I could. 

Thy voice I hear, low murmuring. 

As once it did its faint adieu ; 
Still echo-like reverberating 

Long years of separation through. 

From spreading beech tree's shade beneath, 

Now and again a vision fair 
Will flitting come \ then like a wreath 

Of summer cloud dissolve in air. 
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Up, 'mid its branches, fluttering. 
Why pipes its lay that gentle bird, 

Which else had slept 'neath folded wing ? — 
Save for thy presence seen and heard. 

The horned moon, the Evening star. 
Deep in those clarent waters gleam ; 

As though they diver spirits were, 
Searching for Eulalie up-stream. 

Ah ! mocking voice j ah ! phantom bright ; 

Yet, ah ! how seeming real they : 
Ah ! tireless divers of the Night, 

Fair Eulalie is far away. 

Once there, in peerless dignity ; 

But once in pride of beauty seen : — 
Now, haunted evermore shall be 

That old beech tree and knoll of green. 

And, for a meaner, grosser love. 

Such one-Platonic change who would? 

Ev'n life's most fond illusions prove 
Themselves are ministers of good. 
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YOUTH'S DELIGHTS. 

Show them not of tears and mourning ; 

Now is time to laugh and sing : . 
Life with beauty's robe adorning, 

Not in sackcloth habiting. 

Soon enough shall clouds of sadness 
Spread across their yet blue sky ; 

And the light of all their gladness 
Sorrow's gloom be shadowed by. 

Strew around their pathway, lightly, 
Flowers of beauty bom, and fair : 

Loving eyes that sparkle brightly. 
Let no shadows linger there. 

Yet, amid their young-life pleasure, 
Let them not forget the truth, 

That of joys they cannot measure 
Their extent from point of youth. 

True ; the Sun in course quotidian 
Sheds arounds his gladsome light ; 

Topping to his fiill meridian. 

Ere he seeks the shades of night : 



1 
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Yet, how oft we see his glory 
All-obscured in early mom : 

Emblem, fitful, of life's story — 
Youth, of rising promise shorn. 

True 3 the Summer in its order 
Will succeed the time of Spring ; 

And the Autumn's leaf-strewn border 
Advent Winter's hastening : 

Yet, o'er spring-time's verdure peeping— 
Breaking summer's warm repose — 

Find we oft the north wind sweeping, 
Charged with winter's chilling snows. 

So with man, as 'tis with nature ; 

All incertitude his way : 
Every cross a changing feature 

In our best, but short-lived day : 

Promise of perfection giving; 

Ripening in the summer sun ; 
Pendent from our branches, living — 

One death-blast, and we are gone. 

God I that we might know full surely. 

Fruit of every Eden tree, 
Gathered late or prematurely. 

Should into Thy gamer be. 
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FACETIA. " CAULD WATER." 

A Laird invited out to sup, 

Wha ne'er had finger glasses seen, 

When Jock the butler filled his up. 
At that official cock'd his een. 

Nae doubt it was some fashion new : 

An' feelin' somewhat at a loss, 
Laird thought the proper thing to do 

Wad be to toom it at ae toss. 

Jock butler wi' his een on him. 

An' neck out-stretched like stilted crane. 
To fill the vessel to the brim 

Advanced wi' jug in haun' again : 

But Lairdie gript him by the cuflf; 

His ither haun' the glass upon : — 
He'd had o' that stuff quite eneugh — 

" Nae mair cauld water, thank ye, John." 



240 THOUGHTS OF LEISURE HOURS. 



ENCHAINED. 

Enchained: — ^but not as Afric's sons 

With fetters steeped in gore : 
Tom from their loved and dearest ones, 

To embrace them never more : 
Borne by their captors to some Alien shore. 

Enchained: — though not in felon gjrves, 

An outcast from our race : 
To herd with men whom bestial lives 

Have branded with disgrace ! 
Hopeless alike of Heaven's and Country's grace. 

Enchained: — but not with maniac's bands : — 

Oh, no ! thank God for this : — 
Where Reason's throne ungamished stands. 

In hideous emptiness j 
And life is one, dread, howUhg wilderness. 

Enchained: — though not in darksome thrall, 

Reft of the light of day ; 
With senseless eye and glazed ball. 

Groping our weary way : 
Finding in Childhood's weakling grasp a stay. 
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Enchained: — ^but not with serfdom's leash j 

The proud man's menial : 
Death ! sooner be our fervent wish, 

Than on our knees to crawl 
Sueing for favour e'en in Royal Hall. 

Enchained: — not yet by love of gold — 
Those bonds how few can break ! — 

For which men's souls are bought and sold, 
With Heaven itself at stake : — 

Enst bound, an idol of their dross they make. 

Enchained: — ^not by the enslaving vice 

Of vile intemperance : 
False spirits that our souls entice 

To mingle in Death's dance : 
Blotting the motto " Dieu, mon esptrance^^ 

Enchained: — ^not by those cable links 

Fast holding more than all : — 
SELF-LOVE y which still of sweetness drinks 

Whilst tendering others gall : — 
Heaven save us ! from so ransomless a thrall. 

Enchained: — Oh, yes ! by beauty's smile, 

And gentle Woman's love : 
Bound hand and foot by lure and wile \ 

No wish at large to rove : — 
Sweet are the bonds we forge from treasure-trove. 
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Enchained: — ^yes ! by the strong-knit ties 

Of kindred and of friends : 
The radiant brow and beaming eyes, 

And voice that with them blends : — 
Freedom from such it is the heart that rends. 

Enchained: — ah, yes ! by hourly sin. 

Of less or graver ill : 
Our goings-out and comings-in 

Those shackles clanging stilL 
Struck off they may be — ^but on Calvary's hill. 

Enchained: — ^but then how different far : — 

Constrained by love of Him 
Who to its orbit binds each star. 

And the bright Cherubim 
Who in the realms of light His praises hymn. 
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AN ADDRESS TO ST MICHAEL'S CHURCH 

CHOIR (1862), 

Some of whose members seemed to consider the great object and beauty of their 
office to be the making of as great a noise as possible : and that^ moreover, with 
such a velocity of sound as would have split to shreds the ** open diapason " of 
Deerfoot the Seneca Indian, and done for Jackson the American Stag, before a 

second "iijA" 

Guid frien's, just let us rest a "bar !" 

Ye'd twist a bo' sun's entrails : 
Ye 're mair like Airmstrang guns o' war, 

Than Prince o' Peace's minstrels. 

'Tis meet your sangs o' praise to bring : 

The King o' Kings adorin' : 
He lo'es to hear His people sing \ 

But can He thole sic roarin' ? 

Ye say, the Lord fills a' the warl' \ 

The earth, and sea, and air : 
An' yet ye set up siccan a skirl, 

Wad gliff deaf Jamie, there ! 

Ye 're mair like rairin' stirks a-field, 

Than Christian congregation : 
Sic music might your thrapples yield, 

Gin ye were bulls o' Bashan. 



244 



THOUGHTS OF LEISURE HOURS. 



Then blaw your whistles saft an' clear, 
In "cratchets " as in "minums :" 

It canna please the Lord to hear, 
What cracks your ain " tympanums !"* 

* More correctly, tympana. 
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BARNEY'S VALENTINE TO HIS LADY-LOVE, 

WHO ESCHEWED MATRIMONY ON THE GROUND OF 
barney's lath-like LEANNESS. 



I love thee, swate Kathleen, I do : 
That's the thruth, an' no word of a lie : 

An' I'm now afther spaking to you 
Of the same, and no other, says I. 

Acushla ! mavoumeen ! my jewil ! 

It's yersilf and no other I mane : 
But thin, if ye 're plaised to be cruil, 

No wondher that Barney's so lane ! 

Will my darlin' but mintion the day ? 

Och ! the divil a one she will rue it ! 
I 'd make her both happy and gay — 

Barney's silf's jist the boy that can do it ! 

She shall live on the fat of the land : 
Acushla ! machora ! machree ! 

Roast pork an' the praties so grand — 
And butther and iggs to her tay. 
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Thin, sind me one smile in ratum ; 

And, oh ! I will knail at yer fait : 
For, faix ! it's the laner I'll turn, 

The longher I 'm tould for to wait ! 

Niver spake of the loss of my eye ; 

It's yersilf, shure, won't find that a throuble : 
As the padre said — " Barney, my boy ! 

Wid * a glass' in yer eye ye see double !" 

Thin, kaip me no longer in waitin', 

My ilegant rose of Killamey 2 
Such axin' and indless intraitin' 

Is sorra divarshion for Barney. 

Come 1 fly to my arms, my swate crature, 
(Remimber the butther and iggs !) 

Bedad ! it's against a man's natur, 
To slape all his life wid the pigs. 
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A VISION OF THE NIGHT. 

Coming events cast their shadows before." Surely not always shadows ? 

I slept : and lo ! a maiden seemed 

Upon my right to stand : 
Love *neath her drooping eye-lids gleamed ; 

And soft her tapering hand. 

A golden halo round her brow 

Shone like a Coronal ; 
And lips of coral red, I trow, 

Were fairer than them alL 

The pillar, pure as virgin snow, 

On which this " glory " stood, 
Rose straight from bust warm with the glow 

Of bursting womanhood. 

Her arms of alabaster sheen, 

With Tyrian blue were veined ; 
Worthy of High Olympus' Queen, 

When Ammon's queen she reigned. 

Entranced and wond'ring as I lay. 

She oped her roseate lips ; 
In words as sweet as breath of May, 

Or flowers that wild-bee sips. 
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" Thy love," she said, " which time but makes 

With fiercer passion bum, 
Hath raced and won the * Juno stakes :' — 

Its passion I return. 

" Ev'n now^ as pledge of future joy. 

In years of wedded bliss, 
I give to thee without alloy 

Love's first and purest kiss. 

" Hymen shall bind us, ne'er to part. 

With nuptial's sacred vow : — 
I'll be the Helen of thy heart : 

My Trojan Paris thou." 

* it * * * it' 

Thus far my vision, wondrous fair. 

Its love-thoughts had revealed j 
When lo ! a sound boomed through the air. 

From bell of hall-door pealed : 



Sharp on my ear it struck ; and lo I 
Some one exclaimed — " Dear Ellen ! " 

I sprang from bed — ^believe 't or no — 
It was my future Helen. 
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EXTRACT FROM " TELESCOPIC MUSINGS. 



MOSAIC NARRATIVES, ETC. 



" The spirit of the Roman Inquisitors is not yet quite extinct.** 

Modem History. 



» 



But not in Athanasian Creed, alone, 

Our great humanities now find a bone 

Of sore contention. Men of mark and mind, 

Both in the State and in the Church, we find 

Hard battling for the truth ; too long o'er-laid 

By puerile fears, and the dark Upas shade 

Of monkish bigotry and arrogance. 

Which, hitherto, have checked the Truth's advance. 

We've got some fulminant M.A.*s, indeed, 
Who'll tell you, seriously, it is their creed, 
And not tJieirs^ oiily? — that might be allowed, 
For all are not with Whately brains endowed ; — 
But they insist, on peril of your soul, 
[Pushing aside the evidence of coal. 
And all the other vouchers for Geology] 
That you profess the truth of their theology : 
That just about Six Thousand years ago— 
A trifle further, may be, some will go— 
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The whole material worlds — ^the Earth, they mean, 

The glorious Sun, and Night's resplendent queen. 

And all the glitt'ring Stars, heaven's lamps sublime,- 

Were first created ! Just about that time ! ! 

Crediting, in their great sapience, graciously. 

Their triune God with an Eternity : 

But an Eternity, still none the less. 

Passed in, at least, comparative nothingness : 

Until that he, himself, prodigieux homme I 

Was due in time, and moved the GREAT I AM. 

Large-souFd Aeonians ! who will deny ? 
And magnum estimate of deity ! — 
Holding God's " days " were just the same as ours ; 
Each one made up of four-and-twenty hours : 
That doctrine voting one to be abhorred. 
Namely, that in His " works " as in His " word," 
God has out-spoken ; and with witness clear 
As ever " still, small voice in prophet's ear." 

" Not so ! " — Our wise men say with Artium ring. 
To them the " written word " is everything. 

Oh zealots ! proud of heart and arrogant ! 

Modem Galileos ye'd make recant. 

With fiilminations of eternal pain, 

Except they would admit it pike-stafF plain, — 

As in appearance to our natural eyes — 

The Sun, himself, doth every morning rise / 
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Well ! well 1 The earth may turn about. All right : 
Though turning some folk's out of question, quite. 
Well save our time. From motives of economy ; 
We'll pass by, for the present, this one — onomy. 

Yet think not we the less believe in Him 
Who dwelleth ever 'tween the Cherubim. 
Holy and glorious, blessM be His Name j 
Past, present, and for ever-more, the same. 

And, honour too we those. His servants true. 
Whose honesty won't call a black true-blue. 
Weak is their faith who dread to step aside j 
From out the beaten track one foot to glide : 
Who still prefer a " revelation " shown 
Through an imperfect medium of their own : 
This now explaining ; that interpreting 
As meaning almost quite the opposite thing 
[Quoting Original, Hebrew, tense and mood,] 
From what is popularly understood. 



Weak is their faith in heaven and truth, we say, 
Who deem themselves religion's prop and stay : 
Who can forget " the Kingdoms of the World '* 
Have, 'gainst the same, their direst weapons hurled : 
That earth and hell, united, may assail 
That " WORD " which HE sent forth, yet not prevail. 
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The things which " be of God " shall surely stay ; 
Though heaven and earth, dissolving, pass away. 
While words of man, of prelates, priests, or kings, 
Must with the world keep pace — ^like other things. 

And yet, oh, fearful souls ! — ^men-guides, forsooth ! — 
Ye'd rather keep your Church's rotten tooth. 
Which the whole " body " tortures with its pain, 
Than have it out ; although its loss were gain. 

All honour to such men — ^would we had more ! — 
As Canterbury's Dean, who'd draw a score. 
Alford would not the least compunction feel, 
If so 'twere needful for the Church's weal. 

Let but those fearful tremblers, if they dare, 

The dean's remarks on " Conscience " note with care 

And venture then, with shakings, to bemoan 

The danger of " God's Word " being overthrown. 

Truly \ in scripture language may be said 

Of them — " Where no fear was, they were afraid." 

But, after all, have not those tremblers done, 

In practice^ what they so profess to shun ? 

Is not the " Olden Version " now proscribed ; 

And parts not read, ev'n though they be transcribed ? 

In consonance with that refined taste 

Which substitutes for sensual language, chaste. 
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It is not needful we particularize ; 
Such being fit for neither ears nor eyes. 
For, how can that of God required be, 
Which outrages ev'n human decency ! 

And so it is : We hold it a disgrace 

To read those histories, in holy place : 

Histories we'd blush to give their rightful name : — 

Of Lot and Sodom, and his daughters' shame : 

Of Joseph and the Egyptian's lawless lust : 

And Dinah's ravishment Oh, Heaven ! why must 

Such foul rehearsals be an " Institute," 

Which might the cheek of licensed prostitute 

Tinge with a carmine ; tingling eVn her ear ? 

Yet which our wives and daughters chaste must hear. 

In full assembly of the people, by, 

With bated breathing and with downcast eye. 

Can it be righteous, to rehearse aloud. 
Where in His holy Courts His people crowd. 
That which must bring the blush o'er modest dame ; 
And even manhood's glance transfix with shame ? 

Alas ! there is but one reply, we think — 
Such things they are that make our worship stink. 
What, though our priests preach purity of life j 
These with a moral pestilence are rife. 
Spite of the lesson they profess to teach. 
Their so-called moral tendence we impeach. 
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7j^ rightful ev'n for private learning, they're 
Still hors de saison in the House of Prayer. 

Why ! even in our Courts of Justice — ^where 
The law demands all secrets be laid bare ; 
And facts revolting to the pure in mind 
Are brought before our gaze, without a blind ; 
Where rightly-minded Judge of Quarter Session 
Fears the foul tainting of some coarse expression ;- 
We've known a trial stayed, abruptly, short ; 
And sense of decency constrained the Court, 
Till every female present, young and eld, 
To leave the hall of judgment was compelled. 

And yet — ^who doesn't know it? — still one hears 
Those bestial stories published in our ears : 
In His Great Presence, who Himself proclaims 
Purity and Holiness are His Great Names. 
&c. &c. &c 
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IN MEMORIAM. 

Mrs Wm. Atkin died at Auckland, New Zealand ; October 38th, x86a ; in her 
40th year ; after a residence in the Colony of a few months. The news of her 
death arrived from New Zealand while yet her brother and sister were hanging 
up her photograph in their sitting-room. 

" In death, as in life, she leaned upon the Rock of Ages." 

Fair portrait of a sister dear ; 

What calm untroubled look is thine ! — 
The graces of thy soul appear 

Truth-stamped on eveiy facial line. 

Meek, simple-hearted ; ever prone 
To excuse the ill ; to enlarge the good : 

A halo seems around thee thrown, 
Thou gentlest t)rpe of womanhood. 

How often hath that glance so suave, — 
By solar limner here transferred — 

Like oil upon the seethed wave. 

Lulled angry passions, tempest-stirred. 



Sitting thy darling boys between, 
Thou lookest calmly as in life. 

Vision of love — ^how much unseen-^ 
Kind mother and devoted wife. 




With high resolve, at duty's call, 
Her meanest sacrifice a tear, 

Parting from friends and kindred all. 
She left thee love's last souvenir. 

And there thou hangest, treasured One, 
Speaking to us of years gone by ; 

Of early life's communion. 
And joys too deep for tears that lie. 

Ah ! little thought we, as we hung 
That family group on mantel wall, 

Already had the death-knell rung 
Of her who was the joy of all : — 

That whilst we gave her chiefest place, 
Like on our walls as in our heart, 

Death had o'er-shadowed that dear face. 
Whilst yet undimmed its counterpart. 

Yet : shall we veil thee, picture fair? 

Or have thee from thy pendant riven ? 
No ! look and smile upon us, there, 

Dear photograph of One in heaven. 

And may that calm serenity. 

On every feature thine impressed, 

Transform and make us, finally. 
Meet for our everlasting rest 



• • 
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RODDAM DENE. NORTHUMBERLAND. 

Beautiful Dene ! how I long to revisit 
Thy glens of deep shadow, thy bowers of love ; 
Where, if sunshine but enter, the soft zephyrs kiss it, 
And woo it with them through thy borders to rove. 

How softly the curtains of Night closed around, 
When last through thy wild-woods I wandered alone ! 
And the light breath of Heaven came wing*d with the 

sound 
Of the brook as it rippled by furze-bush and stone. 

Still, in fancy thy shrub-mantled slopes I can see ; 
Thy forest-crowned heights as they heave to the skies ; 
And the rich flood of radiance that lit up each tree, 
As the Queen of the Night in her glory did rise. 

But, the charms of thy solitude who can pourtray ? 
Where man his proud spirit may rightly entune : 
And thy wilderness-temple, unroofed to the day. 
Seems for him a meet place with his God to commune. 

Beautiful Dene ! how I long to return 
To thy pleasant green shades — to thy murmuring stream ; 
Where the incense of Peace seemeth ever to bum. 
And this world and its turmoils appear but a dream. 



R 



1 — -^ 
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WELCOME! OLD CHRISTMAS. 

Hail ! joyous morn. Great jubilee, all hail ! 

From every heart let praise and incense spring. 
Ho ! from your tents ye sons of Israel, 

And shout in loud hosannas to your King. 

As looked the eye of faith for Ages long, 

Piercing the cloud which veiled the promised Sign ; 

So listen we in spirit for that song 

Which, centuries past, announced the birth divine. 

What ! though His Star no longer lumes the night ; 

Nor choir angelic throngs the midnight sky : 
Its rays eternal still our pathway light ; 

And ransomed Earth breaks forth in harmony. 

Hail ! holy morn : by Christendom all hail ! 

When shall thy rising belt with joy our World? — 
The Orient Crescent *neath thy radiance pale. 

And idols pagan from their thrones be hurled ? 

« « « « « 

Time of rejoicing ! Kindred's festal day ! 

When soul doth rush to soul, and hand clasps hand : 
Who wouldn't haste thee? who not wish thee stay? 

Nor bid thy Sun upon his Gibedn stand ? 
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Crowd thou our board : Enough, and yet to spare, 
Of God's good gifts from thy well-plenished store : 

Nor let our hand, with fulness blessed, forbear 
To share that fulness with the friendless poor. 

Season of mirth and glee, attuned by love ! 

When passions sleep and anger turns away : 
And earth reflects the " peace " from God above, 

And that " good-will " from heaven proclaimed to-day. 

Nor should our joy be less — Nay ! 'twill be more. 
Although no " ordinance " our steps command ; — 

If first we come HIS mercy-seat before, 

Who fills all seasons with His bounteous hand. 

Hail ! to thee, then, bright morn ! On Winter's crown 
Thy radiance shed ! Ring out thy merry voice ! 

Lift up those hearts by suffering cast down ; 
And bid our whole humanity rejoice. 

Hedge-row and coppice, leafless bush and tree. 
Mantled in festal garb thy dawning wait : 

And soon shall wake all Nature's minstrelsy. 

When sings the lark thine advent at heaven's gate. 

With holly branch and berry ruby red 

We welcome thee, thou King-day of the Year : 

Though crown of icicles gird round thy head. 
We'll thaw it for thee with our jovial cheer ! 
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SONG : THE COBBLER. 

Written for the Annual Feast ; when sixty free-cordwainers sat down to dinner. 

My Uncle Bob was a cobbler rare ; 

His patronym was " Strong :" 
But, lo ! he wax'^ to such a length, 

Folk called him cobbler " Long." 
A cunning craftsman, eke, was he, 

For every sort of weather : 
And though he hardened many a " sole," 

They were but soles of leather ! 

Oh ! the merry-hearted Cobbler-boy ; 
One of the Olden time. 



Bob never would a skin cut up, 

Unless of English " tan ;" 
Detesting all your Paris kids ; 

And more so. Cordovan. 
" Strength " was his motto : strongest beer ! 

And hide-skin off the rump : 
He never could endure to hear 

The very name of " pump !" 

Oh ! the merry-hearted Cobbler-boy ; 
One of the Olden time. 
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Now, like his thirsty brotherhood, 

On Mondays Bob worked none : 
Nay ! he's been heard to say : — * If asked, 

He wadna shoe Saint John ! ' 
But, in the " Cobbler's Arms " he sat, 

And from the pint-stoup lappit ; 
Nor cared he, though at every draught. 

He swallowed up "a cappet !" 

Oh ! the merry-hearted Cobbler-boy \ 
One of the Olden time. 



Now, some would drink their last bawbee ; 

Till hunger's pangs were felt : 
What then? for a bit of bread they'd troke 

Their " heel-plates " and their " welt !" 
But my Uncle Bob had better taste ; 

He'd catch the landlord dining : — 
* I'll thank you, Sir, for a bit of " paste,*' 

To hold your Brown Stout " lining 1 "* 

Oh ! the merry-hearted Cobbler-boy ; 
One of the Olden time. 



Thus, Nuncle banished from his thoughts 
His " shop-kit " and his " strop :" 

The " irons " of remorse he cooki 
In deeper draughts of hop. 
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And aye he'd sing — ' The cobbler-boy 

To all his purse extends : 
Whilst others' means their wants supply, 

His means come by his " ends."' 

Oh ! the merry-hearted Cobbler-boy ; 
One of the Olden time. 

Now, it happened late one Monday night, 

That Bob sat all alone ; 
When the landlord bade him " shift his kit," 

For all the rest had gone : 
He shook my Uncle by the hand ; 

But Bob looked quite aghast ! 
The Cobbler couldn't understand 

How ^? could be the '' last !" 

Oh ! the merry-hearted Cobbler-boy ; 
One of the Olden time. 

Bob lived beyond the three-score years ; 

And still could " point a birse :" 
And this you see, enables me 

To end another verse : — 
And for fifty years, our record saith, 

A canty life Bob led ; 
And took his " stirrup "-cup, ere death 

Snapt short his mortal " thread." 

Oh ! the merry-hearted Cobbler-boy ; 
One of the Olden time. 



« 
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MRS TOADY AND MISS TABBY. 



Lines suggested by that fulsome, nauseating, praise which it is common for 
"Old Toadies" to lavish upon the form and lineaments of the "babbies" of 
young married couples ; whose affections, or cherry-wine, or three-division-tea- 
bunns, they have determinedly resolved upon enjoying. 

One of these middle-gender diplomatists, on a certain occasion it is rumoured, 
scarcely waiting to withdraw the covering of the cradle in which the sleeping 
beauty was supposed to have been rocked to slumber, exclaimed with impressive 
mien and hands up-lift — " Dearest Titty ! how very like its pa-pa ! ! " — All-while 
the young Rufus himself was crowing amain from an above-storied window at 
his nurse's claret-coloured sarcenet streamers ; and the veritable tcnant-without- 
leave of the cot was neither more nor less than an old family-piece in the form of 
a dark-whisker'd brindled Cat that had taken possession of it, for the nonce ! 



Beauty I who hasn't worshipped thee ! 

Enshrined in childish faces : 
Each blessed babe a prodigy 

Of infant-stylish graces. 

Sweet dimpled chin ; bright cherry lip ; 

A brow no frown can pucker ; 
And bust that rivals Venus-ship, 

In spite of bib-and-tucker ! 

Sweet button-head ! soft flaxen hair : 
And cheeks like summer roses : 

And oh ! to what shall we compare 
The least of snubby noses ! 
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Eyes ! killing eyes ! divinely fine : — 
Of course with silken lashes ; 

And lids that vie with beauty's line ; 
And wink like lightning-flashes ! 

Ivithe, supple limbs that round you twine, 
As round a Cat her kitten's : 

And splendid fingers — tapering fine — 
In bulb-end worsted mittens ! 

Beauty ! ! just look at that plump leg, 

In clan M*Alpine stocking, 
The which to feel old mesdames beg : — 

With — ^pit-a-pat ! — ^hearts knocking ! 

" Can baby walk ? — ^Well ; never mind : — 
Most tender plants are * creepers •/ 

Too oft their timber-props we find 
Made ' rollers ' stead of * sleepers.'" 

« 

" Oh, lovely waddle ! ! Beaut3r's line 

You know is curvilinear : 
And rounded stem the form divine — 

As 'tis of ' yawl ' Van Mynheer I " 

" And then, such feet ! whose instep scorns 
Those red morocco slippers :" — 

The Old'uns both have chronic corns 
Would crack their sugar nippers. 
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Sweet neck ! — ^Ah 1 note it of all things, — 

While yet our ink is fluid, — 
On which its little caput swings 

Like rocking-stone of Druid. 

And pretty little ears ! soft ears, 

With ne'er a bit of gristle : 
And sharp ones, too ! for poppet hears 

Its da-da's faintest whistle 1 

Eight tiny teeth within its lips ; 

Like some Chinese contrivery : 
Just as they " gum " together slips 

Of vegetable ivory. 

And, then ! its little wise ways, too ! — 

We nearly had forgot 'em — 
When fall it must, what does it do 

But fall upon its bottom. 

This tout ensemble you'll admit. 

Whatever old maids may do, 
Is i la mode of caustic skit 

From pen of Henry Mayhew. 



The world would have us fain believe — 
Toadies particularly. 

All-while they're laughing in their sleeve- 
That sour-faced rye was barley ! 
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Beauty in children we admire, 
That is, where it is present ; 

And eke congratulate the sire, 
Or be he lord or peasant. 

But not like toady, justly famed, 
Who drew the cot-blind, sotto; 

And then, with lift-up hands, exclaimed 
How like ! its da-da's photo ! ! 

While on the cradle pillow lay. 
In place of sleeping babbie. 

The cat which there had found its way :— 
A black-faced female tabbie ! ! 
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ENLARGEMENT ON SHAKSPERIAN TEXT. 



But earthlier happy is the rose distill'd. 

Than that which, withering on the virgin thorn^ 

Grows, lives, and dies, in single blessedness. 

Midsummer-Night^ s Dream. 



More earthly happy is the rose 

Distilled ; nor beauteous less 
Than that which with ere th where it grows, 

In single blessedness. 

So sang the Bard of Avon once, 

And typified our race : — 
And English roses in response 

Blush with assenting grace. 

Lovely in form, of perfume rare, 
'Mongst precious flowers a gem ; 

Its sweetest fragrance scents the air, 
When cut from parent stem. 

So, 'tis with roses of our kind 
Who childhood's homes adorn ; 

Transplanted, other joys to find, 
And blossom 'side the lorn. 
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To Malthus, even, we submit 
Our premisses hold good : — 

The state-connubial *s requisite 
To perfect womanhood. 

For since the day when grand-ma Eve 
Did grand-pa " vidi / vici /" 

Till now, when Cresswell grants us leave 
To un-buckle by rule nisi ; 

Our axiom, every Age attests ; — 
It runneth in man's blood : — 

We love to wear upon our breasts 
The rose that bears a bud. 
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THE BANKS OF THE ALN. 

(Written in 1837.) 

In the stillness of night as I strolled by the Aln, 
Where its banks by the clear crystal waters are laved, 
The moon's silver beams lit the old Gothic towers, 
Where the flag of the Percy for ages had waved. 

Tho' assailed by the armies of Scotland's bold kings, 
With the cap-h-pie''^ warriors of Douglas combined; 
Northumbria's proud bulwark their efforts defied, 
While its walls by the vassals of Percy were lined. 

And when the stern Monarch had summoned its lord, 
By the voice of a herald ; this was his reply — 
His banners he nailed to the flag-staff; and swore 
By the heav'ns frowning o'er him, to conquer or die. 

Thus, silent, I mused as the sweet Queen of Night 
O'er the face of the waters emitted her beams : 
Where the sere yellow leaves and the turrets did blend 
In one, on the face of my bright native stream. 
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LOVFS APPEAL : AN IMPROMPTU. 

To Lucy. 

Ask the Morning if I love thee, 

Since my earliest thoughts axe thine ; 

Whilst the day-dawn breaks above me, 
Fondly wishing thou wert mine : — 

Ask the Noon-god if I love thee, 

Passion-bound in ev*ry sense : 
Scattering clouds, he will reprove thee ; — 

Clouds of doubt and dark suspense. 

Ask the Night-shade if I love thee ; 

And 'twill answer from afar — 
" Though the heavens are bright above thee. 

Thou art his ' particular star.' " 

Think then, dearest, that I love thee ; 

Nor will e'er this love decline : 
And, oh ! may such devotion move thee. 

To exchange thy love for mim. 
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"FARE-YE-WELL!" 

Farewell 1 
Ye scenes beloved, so beauteous and fair : 

Which never more may tell, 
Save to the eye and ear of memory. 
Of childhood's bliss, and manhood's riper joy ; 

All dearly treasured there. 

We part, 
For evermore, ye woodlands Abbey-crowned ; 

Round with strange legends girt 1 
Ye smiling dales, and cowslip-covered hills ; 
Bright-bosom'd streams, and softly-murmuring rills ; 

In storied song renowned. 

But now. 
Where the Night's Queen with crescent radiance gleams 

On Aydon's heath-clad brow. 
We cast one last fond look — a look of pain — 
Nor hope its outline bold to trace again ; 

Save only in our dreams. 

Farewell ! 
Thou venerable Fane, hoary with Age ! 

No more thy Sabbath bell, 
Recalling human thoughts to things divine. 
Shall guide our footsteps to thy sacred shrine ; 

In prayer and praise to engage. 
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No more 
Shall rest our eye upon each well-known mound ; 

Deep silence brooding o*er : 
Where cherished friends, long-hidden from our gaze — 
The loved companions of our youthful days — 

Sleep, till the trump shall sound. 

Farewell ! 
Ye life-long foes, of eveiy shade and kind. 

Our last, save one, farewell 
We bid you heartily ! Not in mere form, 
But trustingly — that after Life's fell storm 

We shall be " of One mind." 

And ye ! 
Beloved Ones ; with whom to part the last ! 

Look with us hopefully. 
Farewell ! Nor doubt that this our long " Good-bye " 
Shall yield its spirit-fruits of " peace and joy;" 

Transcending all the past. 
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B. B. Blackwell, Esq., Barrister-at- 

Law. 
T. F. Hedley, Esq., Sunderland. 
Thos. H. Thompson, Esq., Cavel 
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Capt. James M. Wood, R. N. Long 

Lee. 
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Robert Br3rson, Esq., Edinburgh. 
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J. C. Bolam, Esq., Trewhitt. 
Thomas Bolam, Esq., Boulmer. 
Jno. Bolam, Esq., Chathill. 
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.. W. Bridgeman, Rothbury Forest. 
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.. Wm. Corbett, Bristol. 

.. Wm. Castles, Warkworth. 
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.. Jno. A. Clark, Acklington. 
J. M. Crament, Esq., Parsons Town. 
Mr Thomas Crewther, Glanton. 
... Geo. Caseley, Wath. 
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Wm. R. Dick, Esq., Ticknell, Derby. 
Mr Wm. Dealing, Rennington. 
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.. D. D. Dixon, do. 
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... N. T. Grey, St Helens. 
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... Thomas Mole, Eglingham. 
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Bridge. 
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Phillips, Esq., Berwick-on- 
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James Paterson, Esq., London. 



■f** 



LIST OF SUBSCRIBERS, 



277 



J. Proctor, Esq., Sunderland. 

Purves, Jun., Esq., Berwick-on- 

Tweed. 
Mr E. C. Potts, London. 

... G. R. Peaty, Newport. 

... William Patten, Warkworth. 
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— 2 copies, 
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... T. G. Turner, Berwick-on-Tweed. 

... Robert Taylor, Warkworth. 
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J. T. Woodward, Esq., London. 
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J. W. Wood, Esq., Cupar-Fife. 
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copies. 
Mr George Wilson, Felton. 
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Mr Jos. Wharrier, Felton. 


Mr T. Wardie, Warkworth. 
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... William Whinham, Glanton. 
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... Jas. Dand, Morwick HalL 


... M. H. G. Buckle, Edlingham. 


... Mw. Hepple, Warkworth. 


MEDICAL LIST. 


Professor Spence, Edinr. University. 


J. Marshall, Esq., M.D., Chatton Park. 
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burgh. 


Rawson Senior, Esq., M.R.C.S., 
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G. F. Easton, Esq., M.D., Alnwick. 


F. H. Walmsley, Esq., M.R.C.S., 
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R. F. Thompson, Esq., M.D., Jarrow, 


Thos.Fender, Esq., Surgeon, Alnwick. 


■ !■ - i * ar 

Tyne. 
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F. T. Richardson, Esq., M.D., Har- 


W. Armstrong, Esq., Surgeon (Army). 


bottle. 


W. J. Barkas, Esq., M.R.C.S., Boro'- 


R. Vardy, Esq., M.R.C.S., Rothbury. 
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W. M. Callender, Esq., M.R.C.S., 


W. Jackson, F*sq., M.R.C.S., Bolton 


Felton. 


le Sands. 


T. J. Call, Esq., L.R.C.P., &c., Ilkley. 


Robert Shute, Esq., M.R.C.S., Wark- 


Wm. Davidson, Esq., L.R.C.S., Yarui. 
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Thos. Currie, Esq., LR.C.P., Amble. 
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Colonel Lambert, loist Regiment 
Major Grey, N.L.I. 
Majof Dickins. 
Captain Grey, N.L.I. 

Goodenough, R.A. 
Walker, late 79th Highl'ders. 
Orde, late 15th Foot. 
Browne, N.L.L 
Adamson, N.L.I. 
... Wood, R.N. 
Major Holland, Nd. (Percy) A.V. 
Captain John Tate, do. 
T. Chrisp, do. 
Roger Buston, do. 
James Grey, do. 
D. Logan, do. 
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... Thos. Tate. 
... Jno. Tate. 
... Geo. Tate. 
... Thos. Robertson. 



Lieut Wm. Maule. 

... Huggup, Nd. (Percy) A.V. 

... A Robertson, do. 

... Wm. Robertson, do. 

... F.J. Maule, do. 

John Fairbaim, Esq., V.S., Nd. 
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Walter Laverton, Esq. 
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Mrs Lisle, Acton and Alnwick. 
Mrs Widdrington, Newton Hall. 
Mrs Taylor, Beadnell House. 
Miss Hodgson, Beadnell Hall. 
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George Allen. 

James Allan. 

Jos. Archer. 

L. Ainsley. 
Dr William Armstrong. 
Mr James Archbold. 

Henry Athey. 

Jos. Appleby, Jim. 

Thomas Appleby. 

Geoffrey Allan. 

George Armstrong. 

James Akeroyd. 

George W. Busby. 
J. W. Bowey. 
H. H. Blair. 
Geo. Barber. 
D. P. Bell. 
T. S. Buddie. 
Geo. Buddie. 
Christopher Buddie. 
Robert BelL 
D. Bell. 
H. Buglass. 
George Boyd. 



Mr William BurrelL 
John Brown. 
Thomas Brown. . 
John Buckham. 
Henry Bum. 
J. Broadway. 
Thomas Bradley. 
Sergeant-Major Biggs. 
James Bum. 
Wm. Barber. 

Dr Henry Candlish. 
Mr George Cockbum. 

Jos. Cockbum. 

John Charlton. 

Thomas Charlton. 

William D. Charlton. 

J. Crisp. 

James Charlton. 

James Cunningham. 

John Clark. 

Geo. B. Collins. 

H. A. Cuthbertson. 
Sergeant-Major Carter, R.A. 
Colour-Sergeant Christie. 
Mr John Cockbum. 

Jonathan Cockbum. 

George Cockbum (2). 

William J. Carr. 

Edward Chapman — 2 copies, 

Thomas Cook. 

Thomas CoUinson. 

James Cockbum. 

William Carss. 

Joseph Coxon. 

John Carter. 

A. Cromer. 

Corbett 

George Challoner. 

William Dickson, Jun. 

P. T. Dickson. 

Robert Dunn, 

James Dand. 
Lieutenant William Dodds. 
Mr Thomas Dixon. 
... Thomas Dixon (2). « 
... Charles Dixon. .* 

... William Dickman. 
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Mr John Dickman. 
Edward Dodds. 
John Drysdale. 
James Davison. 
James Davison (2). 
William Davison. 
John Davison. 
Robert Davison. 
Robert Davison (2). 
George Dodds. 
Robert Dodds. 
Robert Dodds, Jun., V.S. 
A. Dodds. 
William Douglas. 
J. J. Dickinson. 
John Dawson. 
Thomas Douglas. 
T. W. Douglas. 
M. Douglas. 
J. Douglas. 
William R. Daiiing. 

Dr G. F. Easton. 
Mr George Easton. 

John Easton. 

George Edwards. 

George Elliott. 

Robert Elliot. 

Charles Embleton. 

Thomas Eadington. 

Dr Thomas Fender. 
Mr Henry Fairbaim. 

John Fairbaim, V.S. 

Jos. Ferguson. 

Thomas Forster. 

William Forster. 

John Forster. 

J. L. Forster. 

F. Foulger. 

John Foreman. 

H. FothergUl. 

H. Furlonger. 

James Ferguson. 

James Frater. 

Robert Grey. 
T. H. <>ibb. 
Thomas Gibb. 



Mr Charles Gibb. 
N. T. Grey. 
D. Geggie. 
James Golding. 
T. R. Gray. 
A. Graham. 
A. Goodfellow. 
J. Gleaves. 
Thomas Gibson. 

Luke Hindmarsh. 

Henry Heatley — 2 copies. 
Ensign Jos. Heatley. 
Mr James Heatley. 
... Edward Hudson. 
... John Hustwick. 
Dr J. M. Hunter. 

Mr Thompson Hunter (Somerset 
House, London). 

Henry Hunter. 

Henry Hunter — (2). 

Ed. Hunter. 

H. Hudspith. 

George Harbottle. 

Hugham. 

T. B. Hoy. 

M. Hume. 

W. R. Hindmarsh. 

James Horsley. 

John Horsley. 

John Horsley (2). 

John James Horsley. 

William Hall. 

John Hutchinson, V.S. 

Joseph Hindhaugh. 
oseph N. Hartridge. 
John Hay. 
James Hindmarsh. 
Thomas Hindmar^ 
Thomas Hall. 
John A. Hindmarsh. 
John Henderson. 
Matthew Hindmarsh, Jun. 
John Houston. 
Robert Haswell. 

Thos. Jackson. 
John Johnson. 
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Mi*L. Jobson. 
... J. Jobson. 

Tames Keen, Sen. 
Henry Kirk. 
William Knox. 
James Knox. 
John Knox. 
Colour-Sergeant Kerr. 

Captain Logan. 
Mr Thomas Lough. 

Thomas Locker. 

R. Locker. 

William Lough. 

William Luke. 

George Lingwood. 

George Lingwood, Jun. 

Joseph Lingwood. 

John Lambert 

£d. Locking. 



Mechanics' Institute Committee. 
Lieutenant Wm. Maule. 
Lieutenant F. J. Maule. 
Mr Edwin Maule. 
R. Middlemas. 

C. E. Moore. 
John Mattison. 
John Mattison (2). 

D. M*Millan. 
T. A. Marsh. 
Robt. Mordue. 
George Marriott. 
C. Macdonald. 

Band-Master Sergeant John Millar. 

Mr John Macfarlane. 

... F. Mennim, Jun. 

... Joseph Maxshall. 

... William Maule. 

Colour-Sergeaat Mulvany. 

Mr William Mather. 

... William Morton. 

... D. Mackenley. 

... John Marshall. 

... J. L. Newbigin. 
... William Newton. 



Mr George Nesbitt. 

H. Paynter. 
W. C. Purvis. 
John Patten. 
John Patterson. 
A. Patrick. 
R. Potts. 
H. Purvis, Jun. 
Thomas Pickard. 
John Purvis. 
S. Purvis. 
Anthony Pape. 
James Patterson. 
John Pringle. 
William Patterson. 
George Potter. 
James Paterson. 
Thomas Pantling. 
George Pringle. 
Charles Percy. 
'V^'^. Patterson (2). 
M. Patterson. 

George Robson. 
George Robson (2). 

A. Robertson. 
Lieutenant A. Robertson. 
Lieutent. Thos. Robertson. 
Lieutenant William Robertson. 
Mr William Robertson. 

Jno. Robertson. 

B. Robertson. 
William Rennison. 
Ralph Rennison. 
Thomas Rennison. 
D. Rennison. 
Robert RenniSon, Jun. 
John Ross, Jun. 
William Ross. 
Henry Robson. 
M. Robson. 
Jas. Robson. 
William Richardson. 
James Riddell. 
James Riddell, Jun. 
George Reed. 
George Robinson. 
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Mr J. Reavell. 


Mr William Tumbull. 


... R. Reid. 


... Anthony Thompson. . * 


... Thomas Rutherford. 


... John Thompson. 


... Thos. Rickaby. 


... William Thompson. 


* 


... William Thompson (2). 


... William Spom^. 


... Wm. Thompson (3). 


... M. Smith. 


... George Thompson. * 


... John Smith. 


... H.Thompson. 


... Thomas Selby — 2 copies. 


... G. W. Tate. 


... H. Spittle. 


... D. Tait. 


... Henry Sanderson. 


... William Tate. 


... E. A. Storer. 


... R. Todd. 


... George Skelly. 


... Thomas Thompson. 


... George Stott. 


... A. Taylor. 


... John Stott. 


... J. A. H. Tate. 


... William Stott. 


... John Turner. 


... George Stott (2). 


... James Taylor. 


... C. Scott. 


... T. G. Turner. 


... James Smart. 


... John Thew. 


... John Short. 


... Robert Taylor. 


... J. 0. Stamp. 


... William Telford. 


... R. Straughan. 


... F. Thompson. 


... Robert Straughan (2). 


... Hy. Thompson. 


... Ralph Straughan. 




... George Smart. 


Dr M*Vail. 


... Scott. 


Mr John Veitch. 


... Robert Scott. 




... Luke Scott. 


... J. A. Wilson. 


... T. D. Smith. 


... William Wilson. 


... James Simpson. 


... Thomas Walby. 


... Thos. Smiles. 


... H. G. Wilkin. 


... George Simpson. 


... W.J. Wilkinson. 


... Nixon Stafford. 


... J. Weatherbum. 


... John Straker. 


Colour-Sergeant Walters. 


... Jas. Swan.ston. 


Mr Edward Watson. 


... 1 . i^ieei. 


... Robt. Wardhaugh. * 


... George Suthren. 


... John Wilson. 


... A. Staig. 


... George Wood. 


... J. P. Staig. 


... Thomas Wood. 


... James Slight. 


... Robert Wood. ^ 


... John Scott. 


... William Wright. 


... R. Stamp. 


... Edwd. Wilson. 


... Jos. Smith. 


' 




Lieutenant Jos. Yeaman. • 




Mr Robert Young. 


... Edward Thew — 2 copies. 


... John Young. 


... J. P. TumbuU — 3 copies. 


... John Young (2). 


... E. T. TumbuU. 


... Robt. Veaman. 




ALNMOUTH LIST. 



. WifO. Blythe. 

... C. H. Cadogan. 
... Edward Craice. 

... William Dickson, Sen. 
... William Dickson, Jun. 
... James Donaldson. 

■ Mrs Forsythe, Croft House. 

Mr Thomas Graham. 

... H. Heatley. 
... Robert Hedley. 

... George Marshall. 
... George Middlemis. 

... George Newton. 

Captain George Potter. 
Mr W. C. Purvis. 
... Thos. Pegg. 



Mr Frederick Roe. 

... T. Robson — 2 copies, 

... A. Robson. 

... William Scott. 

... William Straughan. 

... M. Simpson^ 

... R. Simpson. 

... Thomas Simpson. 

... Thomas Simpson (2). 

... E. T. Simpson. 

... D. Simpson. 

Miss Simpson. 

Mr William Shepherd. 

... William Strother. 

... George Tate — 2 copies. 
Miss Thompson. 

Captn. Walker. 

Mr Geo. Yeamshire. 
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Right Hon. T. E. Headlam, M.P. 

Joseph Cowan, Esq., M.P. 

T. Eustace Smith, Esq., M.P. 

R. Burdon Sanderson, Esq., Mayor — 

2 copies, 
James Morrison, Esq., Ex-Mayor. 
Sir W. G. Armstrong, C.B. 
J. B. Alexander, Esq. 
Ralph Dodds, Esq., Ex-Mayor, 1863 

and 1865 — 3 copies, 

<ieorgQ !^11, Junior, Esq., Mayor of 

'l^o^outh. 
Mr R(S)ert Arthur. 
Mrs Benson. 
B. B. Blackwell, Esq., 3arrister-at- 

Law. 



Mr Councillor Barkas, F.G.S. 
Mr Alderman I. Lowthian Bell. 
Rev. J. CoUingwood Bruce, LL.D. 
W. J. Barkas, Esq., M.R.C.S. 
T. N. Brown, Esq., Edr. of Chronicle, 
Mr John Brown. 

... Hunter Blair. 

... John Brewis. 

... Edmund Blake. 

... J. Byers. 

... George John Bell. 

... Joseph Brown. 

... John Benson. 

... J. B. Blakey. 

... C. G. Brinton. 

... T. G. Borthwick. 

... Baines. 
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-*•' lilr Jos. Bilton, Gateshead^ 

"^Mrs Clark. 

* Mr Councillor Joseph Cowen, Jun. 
Septimus A. Gail, Esq. 
H. D. Chater, Esq. 
J. C. Carr, Esq. 
Mr John Christie. 
... W. J. Capper. 

Robert Catcheside. 
... Thomas Catcheside. 
... James Charlton. 
. J. W. Chambers. 
... William Cook. 
, John Carter. 

Mrs Von Dommer. 
Mr S. Dixon. 

... J. A. Davison. 

... John Dransfield. 

... George Dodds. 

... Henry Darling. 

John Elliott, Esq., Monkseaton. 
Thomas Emley, Esq. 

Mr Councillor J. B. Falconer. 
James Fletcher, Esq. 
Mr J. Fergusson, Editor of Courant 
Mr James Ferguson. 

Mrs Gladwin. 
Edward Griffiths, Esq. 
Mr J. B. Greaves. 



.. E. S. Hills. 

.. Charles D. Hill. 

.. Sebastian Henderson. 

.. Henry Hudspith. 

.. W. J. Humble. 

.. John Henderson. 

.. T. C. Hinton. 

.. Thomas Harbutt. 

.. Anthony Harbottle. 

.. Edward Hunter. 

.. John Hay. 

.. D. J. Halliday, Gateshead. 
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Mr W". H. limes. * 
... W.J. Ions.. 

... R. Keenleyside. 
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A. Laidlaw, Esq. , .' >- 

Mr W, B. Leighton (School Board). 
... Richard LoCker. 

D. D. Main, Esq. (School Board). 

Mrs Mole. 

Mr R. McQueen. 

.. W. Maughan. 

.. John Mould. 

.. James Milne. 

.. F. Mennim. 

.. James Maule. 

.. Jl. Manchester. 

... W. H. Nixon. 
Messrs Neuenburg. 

Mr Councillor Oliver, F.R.S.B.A. 
R. Pybus, Esq. 

J. Pattinson, Esq. 
Thomas Potts, Esq. 
Mr Richard Pattison. 

.. John Parker. 

.. S. Pr ingle. 

.. E. C. Potts. 

.. James Preston. 

.. James Patterson. 

Mrs A. Ridley — 2 copies. 

Miss Rowell. 

Mr C. Bruce Reid. 

.. C. J. Reid. 

.. W. B. Reid. 

.. Thomas Reid. 

.. Andrew Reid. 

.. Henry Robson. Jfj * 

. . George Rule — 2 copies* . 

.. David Rule. 

.. J. C. Russell. 

.. Robson. * 
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Mr C<Mmcm#5fWilliain Stewart 
1^ I'jiiomas ward Stewart, Esq. 
* Afr Councillor George Stewart. 

— . George Stewart, Jun. 
. 'Jtv Tbpmas Smith. 
^ ^s J- W. Swan. 

...John Scott. 

... George H. Smart. 
'*'... James Slight 

mm. Sanderson. 

... Thomas Strong. 

... John Smith* 

... R. Stamp. 

... Thomas Spens. 



Mr S. Tomkins. 
... T. H. TT<r«tedy. 
... George Thompson. 
... Turner. 

Mr J. W. Whinfield. 
.. Thomas Watson. 
.. Robert Wylie. 
.. Robert Watson. 
.. Charles Watt. 
.. Edward Watson. 

J. G. Youll, Esq. 
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